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■ TO 

OT T HE ■. 

; , City of Hereford. ;: 

Sir, 

Have been told, 'ris 
a Cufloni to asit 
Permi flioii for fuch 
kind of AddrefTes; 
jbut, theri is fomething To 
very 



vi Dedication. 

very mean in this Civility, 
to ask your Pardon for neg- 
leding it, were to defer ve 
your Indignation. 

If Merit ought to be pre- 
fer d, to what the World 
calls Greatnefs; if] aSenfe 
of part Favours Ihould be 
confider'd, ^ before future 
Views ; You, Sir, have the 
juflefl Title to this Dedica- 
tion from me, were the 
Play a Performance more 
worthy Your Accejptance. 

r 

. Had other Authors the 
Knowledge and Experience 

of 



Dedication, vii 

of your Virtues that I have, 
I ihould finfi many Rivals, 
when t beg leave to fub- 
fcribe myfelf^ 

I. 
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TourDe^otedy 



Humble Ser'uant, 



Richard Savage. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

HE Importunity of the 
PMpier being very pref- 
finty 1 omit the Preface 
iiimch i itftendeA^ wherein 
I propos'd {by uny o/Eflay) 
a Difcourfe on T KAGEDY : The 
SuhjtS king too- copious to triat cf, 
in ihis /hort Ttrrte, J defer it, either 
to puhltfh it Jingle, or to pin it with 
Jome other Work. 

But, my Gratitude frompts me 
to declare the Ohligcitms I have . 
to nty Beft and Dearefl Iriend 
Mr. 



.ADYERTISEMENT. k 
■Mr. Aaion.HiH, for his many jadir 
eious Oarre&ims in this ^mgethj. On 
that worthy Gentlemaij (zpbafs Mind 
4f mticyd with tfmry nobk Science^ 
/md in "whofeBreafi ail $he Virtues^, of 
Uum^ity OTif^ comprifed) it wtll be 
my Fridi^ to offtr my SentimentSy 
in a more diftinguiping Mmner here^ 

■ J think it my Duty alfOf to return 
flhanks to the Tbwn^ for their fa^^ 
iv6urabk 'Reception ef this Play} and 
fot the ^pflatffe their Indtdgence be^ 
fiovi/d m. the Performance cf the 
Youn^ A6tois : Particularly for my 
own Succejss in a double Capacity^ as 
Adtor, ^2 Author; / P)all ever pub* 
liQkXj cmfefs their Generoficy, as it 
tmll e^r frove my fecret Satisfac^ 

tion. '■■■ 

Notwithftanding the Dif advantage 
this Play may have receive d^ in the 
JR/tpreJgntationy J cannot omit acknozv- 
ledging a Debt of Gratitude to 

a Mr, 



X ADVEILTISE^MENT. 

Mt, Theophilus Gibber, who zoos 
wery careful in thf Management of 
the Rehearfalsy and endeavoured to irh 
firuB every one concerned in the Play ; 
a Michanijm, which my Inexperience^ 
as an A(5bor, n^ade me incapaile of. 

'Thb' an Author Jmows the Msath. 
tng of his Scenes^ he may he unacr 
auainted with a Theatrical Method^ 
if Jetting 'em in the mofi advanta- 

feous appearance. Exatjjple enforces 
recept : and therefore A^. Gibber 
junior, took the nohlefi Method^ to 
improve others^ by doing Juftict to 
his own Chara^er; and^ tho* he la- 
hours uj^er the prejent Dif advantage 
(f Jmall Stature^ I cant help concur- 
ring with the Opinion of maw^ other Sy 
that^ in A(5lion, and Elocutign, ht 
is certainly a Prodigy, 
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PROLOGUE 



Writtea by 



4^ RON H/LLEfq; 



Spoken by 



Mi.CIBBERJviw 



* ^ 




'By no faft Praifes 



E1V to the Stage' 

Toungy andtmfam^d, and^ht, lyHope, 
infpir*d: 

Raife us to reach that Hope^s ambiiious Cally 
Or, with fofcPity; break our threaten* d FalL 
SmaUy th^ out Merit be^ your .Minds are Great, 
And undeferv*d Applaufe may U^orth create. 
Sweetifefs fitSy fimling^ where the H^art beats true^ 
And they praife moft^ to whom moft Praife is due* 

Low kt me court ye, tQ befriend^ our, CaufeJ 
Ij Juftice fkads »o>/ g&Crous Pity draws. 



xii PROLOGUE. 

n a full World, our Author lives. Alone 1 
l[nhappy-r— /;?»4, .of, (>nffiquem,\iii^Qoyjfj;ij,^^ , 
Tet^ amidft Sctrow, he difdiiris Cfthptdtm' : . '' ' ' \ 
l^or^ languid, in the Ract ff Lifi^ growf faints 
tie fivims. Unyielding, ag^iffft FiffUnB^rStfetm, " ^ 
Nor, to his private SufF rings, /loops his Theme : 
Adopts the Pains y ivhich others undergo ; 
And, for your Pleafure, feels not his o^n Wee. 

Tlbey fiou'd, thenifelves, be Jjleas'd, wAo love to 
. pleafe; ^ . " 

'And h^, tkfea fiars m$ Mk'ry, tnerits Erie. 
Oh i^^^fave unfriended Virtue ^ow Diftrefe— 
'lis the Divine Prerogativ e ■*■ ^ to blefs ! 

•W| for the Tragic Scene, yotir Kims prefore^ 
t^ere Lovi kills Fyiekdfl^ip, and a^altei Ddfrnhr i 
Where cherijFd Mifchiefs tow\ above Comroul, 
And warring Pajjions rend the torturd Soul i 

'fought ly the piBur'dJVoes^ vihichv)eep, to-night^ 
^et hngh:^igh^d Cat^tite $^de yom Jl^tjbes fi£ht; 
Slow, thro' your Eyes, giv^. finiling RuiH Way ; 
Love, by That Pafs, ' but enters to betray 1 . . 
Beauty fades fd fi > ^npr will its tranfien^ Grace . 
SoQ^ the (ick BofoiA, vihen the Thought takes Place*^ 



^ i 



Buii ' V)he»^ Thin Souls ^/ic^ other s Tranfport claim^ 
'And pant, awdhxLxn, and twijl their (trugglifig FlamCj 
Safe, let W meet, by no falfe Fears opprefs^d i 
Formed to 'be one, ^ and^ tifl rej^nd, \tRd^hfs'd I 

' L .. : EPi- 
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EPILOGUE 



Writ^fii bj 



ylARON HILL, E% 

Spokfen by ' 

Mrs. j& R E T, in tht Cha^ 
raster ^Ifabella. 




!E L L !— ^V/j a jhaikeful Bfeach, in 
Uomufs LmsbSi ' 

To coilft ti?e trUity and betray 
the Caufe ! - ' 
^uii'faiibfut t& ifiy%tiii — ^ray\ latdiesl 

hear me 

Andf tftbe Tvet aiurrtiurs, fmiiey andckatv 
me* :',.:. . 
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■ Be bids me fay t Sir Tom ^as- Juft— ■ — 
Brave — —"Witty I 

Troth J be was' e^ en to6 good fi/f W<itnan's 
. • - . Pity— r- . 

J find. By Hi/tries (f (Be Toof SoitPsLife, ■ 

M9 wrote that frightful Poem, calVd 

TbeyfiSe. , Tbere 
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xiv EPILOGUE. 

l!herey with Cold Rules, he damps the Glow 
f^ qt Beauty: ' --; 

lAnd fetter sfr^e-hor» WiU,i^ fheaking Duty ! 
jy/j Husbands <^r^ »!r^rtf Tyrants — (and no 
Wonder!—) 

Tbefm Natural Right, he faysy to keep us 
. under. 

PIcas'd or not pleas'd— q;/? «f^, /> 

feemst lie quiet: 

'Jnd rather ftarve/^ Death '/i&^;« mend our 
Diet ! 

IPrompty in Obedience^ wait /i&^ Sovereign's 

Motion^ 
^And do, tfr fuffcr, with refign'd Devotion J 

'!Z/ J /^ fine Lejfon, trufy f— — Sia^ Sir 
. Tliomas — 

Or Keep the galling Take of Wedlock: 

"'' from us ! 
Cou^d Wives but once fucb Paffiye Grace 

inherit y , ' 
SBlefs us I'-'^-^mbat AJStiv^ Husbands wm^d 
they merit I 

This the fine Overbury ! whofe juft l^ate 

Tou^<ve feeny to Aightf drefs*d otity in tra- 
gic State I 

He make a Hero ! — He attratl Compaffion ! 

Heaven keep-thefe witty Husbands out tf 
Fajhion ! 

Had he been mine, Td paid him for his 
Poem : ^ 

Jnd made him feel, what 1* hanks wif Wo- 
men owe i&;/// / ^ though 



EPILOGUE/ xr 

I'hougb Lowers pleafe and mine is a 

itark New oncj 
My feignM Sir Thomas fuffers, for the True 

one : 
^kfs^dbe the tDofoy By w^icb our Match 

mifcarrfd ; 
Heavens ! r how Vd hated him^ had we 

been marry'd I 

. 'Js to my Errafidf-^E^er mr Smiles I 
pray, : : 

Thus, make bim mend the Moral of bis Play ; 
^ruji not repenting SomerfetV Opinion, 
Nor ftrive to Jhake our Sex's &^ii}ominion. 
Woman does, e<^n in yielding, Conqtieji gain, 
JndMan, howe*er contending, toils in vain ! 

Learnt ye loft T\!AXi%%\' for Tlifohedience^ 
hated, ' 

Jo wbat fure SuflF 'rings rajh Mens Lives 

We fated I 
Wifely -t he rul'd: — mpve oa^ tbe Way wi 

, drawy^ , 

And let due Senfe (f^(yntx fuperiorawe^^/ 
Elfoy ^ill your Ev'ry Woe he Jiill kept 

waking, 
Jnd your proud Hearts, wafte ba(f an J§e 

in breaking : v 
Care Jhall corrode ymir I'hmgbts ^2)tf- 

fpair invade ye ! ■ . ■■ 

dangers rife round ! — "And Horns' want 

^ower to ihzdiye ! 

Dri- 
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Earl of ?7ortbamM0H, ■ ' Mr. Sri^groate^^ ., .. ^ 
^tI-c( Simetftt* ' i4t,aU&,i\xn. '-. - 

Sir Thmas Overhurjy JMr. Savage^ the Auchon 



TNiece to tbeEa'rl onl 

» J ■r..' . 1 Wife of the Earl' of ' ^ ' 

: ff«!»wfS I jjim^ and afterwards I, 
, j inairried te t^e Eari [j 

Ap<5rpbah^ w^# l4«* 

takeM <feafi of ^i»prM_ip>Mrs. Bret. 

*^'-'^ -1 Xove- with Sir 7%o-^ 

IV,-. ., rCoafident to^.tHe 

v¥Ff^\- ,, /I fectetly A Friend teT ^ 

Officer, Rtt*,^^*? *o<^ Ajftemdants, , ' - 
SCENE'iON-bpN. .' ' • 

I*« Kw^w is i^rti to correfi tU fOUang Erms. 
•?*■/»"*. *<^ 'P ic 1 lA for tBf/i««»«. ^ bet ]<in- 

19^ add !«. 
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THE 

TRAGEDY 

OF 

Sir Thomas Overbury. 

TTTm Tl T PTT I TTTTttTTtTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTtTTT 

ACT I. SCE?^^ I. 
Eari of Northampton aad Sir J. Elloways, 

Ner.. El^^ chearfuUy bath this Day's 

^ Light broke forth I 
G The new-rifen Sun, drtft riclj 
( in Orient Beams, 
" Beholds, with Triumph, the lat$ 
Wife of Ejfex 
Tranfplant her Beauties, from his barren Shade, 
To flourifli by the Heat of Love and Sojnerfet. 

B Si. 
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1 The \rmffdy if 

Ell Never (hall I forgec the tempting Bride \ 
Such dazling Luftre iparkled from her Eyes, 
Tliat the proud Gems (he wore (hone dim h^ 
neath 'iem ; . i 

Inviting Warmth gtew'd lovely on her Cheetcs, 
And from herTongue flowed Cuch melocKous Soumb, 
That lift'ning R^e grew gentle as her Accents^ : 
And Age was Youth again by looking on her. 

Nor. Yet, tho^ her Features are as fbfc as Air, 
Strong Paffions urge her Mind to manly Daring ! • 
Work'd up by Nature .witb,tinufual Strength, ^ 
yengcance. Ambition, and the Warmth ot Great* 

nefs 
Swell in her Soul, and lift her above Woman. ^ 
EM. That Owrbury who oppos'd this lidarriagey 
Will frown on its Conclupon — ^He's your Enemy t 
When correfponc^ing wkh the Court of Rtmiey 
Twas he who intercepted dangerous Letters. 
- NoTm He did, nor think that I forger he did iti 
My Genius, bahcful as a Comet'Ss Blaxci 
Hangs o'er his Head, and burns with red Revenge I 
]^ay, hc% nJy Rival tpp.^— — That fiery Thou^ic 
Glows iamy Breaft >*ana as 1 weigh my Wrongs, 
I fwell4ike jSt»ay when her fulph'rous R^ge 
Burfts o*er the Earth, knd rolls in Floods c* i^ire. 

EB. Your JfaleBa^ So?nerJet*s feir Charge, 
Is^ure an Abft Ba<& V diyine Perfe^on J 
*While Overbury's Love, like a black Cloud, 
Cuts o&y and iqjBercepts the glittering Profpeft. 
. Jttr. Oh L name it natr-It muft not, (hall not 
• r*be 1 

Old as I am, TU fxiatch. the Pleafure from him ; 
And Lov^ and. Edicy (ball join to crufh him. 

EU. You know her Cliarms are Somerfet's Difpofal. 
Wjynh in the Luftre of our Itate Queenfs: Graces, 
^is^&^ange to mad^.the Power of Timeiio change 



% 



Sir ;rtomas OVerbury. J 

Her Fkher Ifcoiie the Fatrpuritc of the Court ; 
But when his,i5iiy of Hope at lfeti|th dedinM, 
Jito^ by his E«etfiies, he fled to ScatlawH^ 
Pine'd there,. and chillM with Sorrows, died M 
Exile. •• . , . '' 

iNftr. 'Ti? w«Il— Bat I Uvc Newi rtibrfe worth 
relating! , ^ 

fVnde the Lieutenant of the ^i'ower 's diQifac'd, 

Ell. May I remind your Lordlhip of a Promke ? 
. Nor. Thou oecd'ft not, fifl'wtfyf,. I (b truly prize 

thee, ^ 

That were my Mind big with my Countty^sFate, 
With Plots, which, known, would bUft my Life 

. and Honour^ 
1 lhou*d, I think, unfold 'em to thy Friendihi{)H, 
Of that hereafter — 'See the Bride approaches 1 

' . ^ {fix.Efli, 

Ent^ the Cpumefs cf ^ri^tkt. 

Nor. Hail to thofe Charms that fitiile upon the 
• Morh, - • •.'/'. ' '• ' 

And fweetly gild it, like^i millet SUn ! 
May Joys, m Circles, dance away your THysl I 
And Lengtli of Years fuftarn your Bridal Pleafuresl 
Fair Somerfit f now happy too, and great ! ^ 

Blefk With Perfcaion to the- htright of Thought t 
The Wor^h.that could deftrve Beauty like Vour's,^ 
Infures foft BKfs, and heaps forig Life with rl€isiftirew 

Count,* Thus^while a Lovdf, ' talkM niy Somffet^ 
His. Words fell fliort like hov^^ritlg Flakes of Sftow^ 
And in cold Tremblings tnehed on. my Bofdni! 

3ut now jilas-: — r • . * 

• Nw. You cannot, fure, fufpcft him/ •- \^ 

Co«f«^ He has alarm'd "I 

A ftide that catches the firft Spark, and kindlbilt' 
To be fo^laken^ )$ a Thought of {lorror 1 




4; ne Tragedy of 

Ob ! 1^ wouM grate the Woman ia my Sotd^ 
To have my Pride fubduM, and make me mad ! 
Tho'' but laft Night our Nuptials fix'd him mine ! 
Starting this Morning from my flighted Arms^ 
Thought feem'd to prefs his Mind ! Sighs heaved 

his Bofom ! 
And, as Repenting of his Wifli poffefs'd. 
Full it) the blufliing Dawil> he rofe and left me. 

Nor. There is a Damp, I know, that clouds his 
Joys, 
A Vapour which your Warmth migtit foon difperfe. 

Onmt. What points my Uncle at i 

Nor. ru fpcak it plainly ■ 
Overbury ! 

Thar reftlefs Foe of ours— your Husband's Friend ! 
This Morning, is expeded. 

Count. Overbwry ! 
Then aid me. Indignation — ^Rage— and Vengeance ! 

Npr. Wifely you call on Rage for its Affiftance, 
Juftice would be too flow for your Revenge, 
And Confcience bids us give it up for ever! 
But what is Confcience ? — a thin empty Namci 
That terrifies, like Ghofts, by Fancy raised. 
Ev'n'the moft Brave ufe Stratagems in War^ 
Aod^ what are Plots againft a private Foe, 
But JSelf-Dcfence !— the firft great Rule of Nature ! 

Onmt. My Lord, I fee to what your Counfel 
leads me ! . « 

I aih a Woman ! nay, a Woman wrongM ! 
And when our Sc;c, from Injuries take Firc^ 
Oar Softnefs turns to Fury !-— And our Thoughts 
JBreaphe Vengeance and Deftruftion, 

Nor. Spoke like yourfclf 1 

Omnt. Oh ! Tm tranfported with infpiring Heat ! 
You know I never lov'd the Earl of Somerfety 
?Twas Intcrcft, 'twgs Ambition woo me to him ; 

• "And 



Sir Thomas Overbury- ^ 

And there's one Thought, I own, has rackM my 
Peape,; . ^ 

^he only one I e'er conceard from you. 
, Ni3f> Inftruft m$-^Ic mjiy ierte us as a Plan, 
From which Fllraife a Pile of towVing Mifchief, 
Shall nod liri th wat^ohful Horror \6\ti his Head, 
Xili) tumblinfg, it fliall crufh him into Ruin. 
. Count. Know then^ with fliame. I fpeak it, I have 
lov'd him i 
Nw. Loir'd wh<Mli ?~not Omhtry ? \ V 

Omm. T^s 1 lov'd him more than I detelt him 
^now! 
Each Tfa^H^ht, Look, Gefture has confeft the Folly 1 
|^ay;I have wrote — Oh Heav'n ! I know not what 1 
Reafon was fled 1— und every Thought was 'Mad* 

ncfs ! \ 

And now he may betray me ! 

Nor. May ! he will 
Th^e Letters muft be artfully won from him : 
Succeeding, we ftir Somerfet againft him ; 
Revenge, with Tranfport then, would fweeteh all. 
The Rage of flighted Love— urge that difcreetly, 
I know th^ Temper 9f your Lord — 'twill fire him — • 
Touch but that Point, and Jealoufy pleads for y.ou'— 
But mark ! he comes, and feems amusM and penfive, 
*Ti§ fit we part — anon we'll fix our Scheme. 

[£x/tCo^ttt. 

Enter Earl (f Somerfet. 

Som. A kind good-morrow to my honoured Uncle ! 
Now Fortune feems to fmile in earneft on me ; 
This laft Night's BleffingcrownM my warmeft Wiffi, 
And kindling Fantjy from the Thought takes Fife I 
Oh ! my good Lord I . -Language gives way be- 
neath it. 

The 



if . The tragedy (f ^ ^ 

•yhcPftmtcr'sCploars, and the Poet's Art 
Cou'd touch but a faint Image of my J6ys« ' 

Nor. And yet^ if t miftook you noc^ at Enttftfloe^ 
Your Looks vece iow'ring^ and your Bofoin ,1a- 

, boar'dl 
Thro' the gay SmHe of yoof diflembted Joy, 
I faw th' ob^caring Shade which wrap'd your SouU 

SainL $u» yoQ traiftook 4~I think I was allRap^ 
ture ! 
How I adore your Niece*— be Witiieft, Hbaven ! 
Witnefs ye foft Defites ! that fwell toy Veins, ' 
And beat but to the Muiic of her Lov e 
Dearly I love her ! to Diftradion love her ! 
Hot Words can fpeak^^*-nor Thought can feel iii| 

Paffion! 
But—Oh ! Northampton ! 

Nor. Speak. ^ . ' 

Som, I have a Friend 

Dearer than lifei and, as my Honour^ precious !* 
Our Wifbes and our Interefts are th^ fame ! 
F^endfhip has )oinM lis in fo ftrift a Band, 
As if one parcei'd Soui inform'd as both ! 
¥cthe ^ .:..,.'"• • I 

-Nor. Let not hi^ partial Hat6 of her perplex fo\i\ 

A Wife becomes? the tmefti tend*reft Friend, 

The Balm of Comfort, and the Source of Joy ! 

Thro' every various Turn of Life the fame. 

For Men, they are not as they were of old' '" 

Oft their Profeffions are the Arts of Intereft ! 

You'll find the Friendfliip of the World .i§ Show^ 

Mere outward Show ! *Tis like the rtarlot^s Tears, 

The Statefman's Promife, or falfe Patrifot*s Zeal, 

Full of fair Seeming, but Delufien all 

. Som. Not fb-r-then might I think you not my 

Friend! 

Shall I, becaufe I live in faithlefs Times, 

DiftruH 



Sir Jlmmsi^ pyerbury. >J 

Diftruflr a yeitUidusManj^ or (bou'd I fl^t 
A faithful Fair-One^ ^caufe her Sex are falfe ^ 
If thefe are Maxims^ Ties c^ti biod no more I 
All chat is humane is for ever Ic^^. 
And Brutes are c.v*n a; wc ane. , { 

. M^r. Cpmci^ my Loi;d I • , ^ 
^fcis Overbury ! hts the Thorn that gauls you t 
Ti)U& me. I know him well— He has a Soul > * v 
Too harfhly form d for finch endearing FriendChip/ 

Sotik Greatly yov wrong him J I h^ve fettpd.^im 
tender . ; 

As firft-made Mothers to dieir erring In^uits;^ 
Firm to his Prince, and faithful to his Country j^ i 
A braver Subje^ Exgland never boafted^ 1 3J: : 
Nor Man a nobler Friend than Overhtrj. - ^ ^ 

Nor. Can he be >iifiJy callM yonrnoble^ Fmv^, 
Tet iacrifice your Blifs to private Malice ? ] 

Jjet not a Show of Friendlhip make you wretched, 
Kor break the BMds which Heaven and Love Have 
mado. ' 1* 

Som. Know you> my Lo^d^ fo little then, of «%- 
merfet^ 
That you can wrong him with fo poor a Thought ^ 
My Wife ! t<^ tell you but how niuch I love her 1 
"^TwouM, like Eternity, admit no End. 

ZVi^K, Tve * don€---your fafe Difcrecion.be ypur 
Guide. [£xif- 

Sm^ A Wife ! a Friend! Oh I they include all 

Joys ! 

And Love and Friendfhip arq fo near a*kin. 

They Chou'd, like Poetry and Mufic, join ! , . -^ 

Each formed to grace the other — Why, then, iH me^ 

^. Why,. in my Breaft, fliou'd Friendfhip jar withLoxef 

• I • ^ 

Enter Sir Thomas Overbury. 

^S$m. Fly to my Arms — Welcome as Eafe to ^ai». 
As Health to Nature, or Relief to Waqt 1 ^. 
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Over. O Smerfet ! engraft me on thy Bofom I 
Each Day of Abfence feem'd a lingering Age ! 
But I have hafted ev'n to outftrip Time ! 
Left the dull Hours behind me as I flew> 
And reachM the Goal of all my Wiflies here. 

Sfm. Friends^ .who thus tneef, po0efs fo foft i 
• Blifs, 
That none, but thofc, who tafte, can guefs our Joy. 

Over. May ours live to die laft Verge of Being I 
•Nayicv'n in Death 1 for then, if Thought remains, 
ShouM mine but meet a Soul in Worlds to come, 
Whofe generous Flame fublim'd it from the reft, 

I ihouM be apt to call it Somerfet! 

But tell me— for my Mind has dwelt upon thee. 
Has thy fond Heart regained its Liberty ? 
'Does the late EJfex yet appear herfelf ? 
Or art thou ftill bewitchM with her Inchantment ? 
' Som. Alas ! thou know'ft not what a Lover feels. 
• Over. Have I a Soul for Friendfhjp, not for Love? 
There's one who knows my Softness but tod well ! 
Knows how her Beauty fires ! her. Vertue charms 

me! 
EJfeXy I fee, ftill hangs her Witchcraft round thee, 

'Som. WouMft thou but view her with impartial 
Eyes! 
" Over. Why, I confefe fhe'sf^r,and,when (he talks, 
Inchanting Softnefs melts upon her Tongue, 

And flows in Seas of Miifchief ! She has Beauty, 

Which fpreads and blooms like a fre(h-opening 

Flow*r ! 
But poifonous^Adders lurk beneath its Shade ; 
And from fuch Briars (hoots this lovely Rofe, 
It wounds the Touch which it invites to crop it. ^ 
Som. But, let me beg thee, if thou lov'ft thy Sa^, 
, merfet^ 
If Friendfhip makes my Peace of Mind thy Care, 

Ko more to fhock me on this tender Point 

Over. 
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Over. *Twere Flattery all, not Friendfhip to 

comply ! 
The Wound can ne*er be curM that fliuns the 

probing ! 
Kindns the Hand that levipes the Duft from Virtue, 
And Counfel is a Friend*s peculiar Office. 

Swn. Truft me, my Friend, that Couhfcl comes 

too late. 
Ovtr. Hear me ! — for, as I love thee, I will fpeak! 
What tho* her outward Charms attraft the Eye, 
Vertue, the Gem within, is long fince faded ! ' 
Her Fame, like Flefh, that blackens in tt^e Sky, 
Is blown and bloated by the Breath of Thoufands# 
Now, as a Man, weigh well e'er vbu refolve. 
For when ia Woman's Reputation's gone. 
All that repenting Virtue can infpire. 
Can never fix it in its State again. 

Som. Cruel Report, 1 know, hasf wrong'd her. 

Worth! 
Entry ftiU feeds upon the faireft Fruit, 
And fpreads its Poifon on the Wings of Vertue i 
It blinds ev'n Ovetbury to accufe her. 
Over. My Lord, my Lord, I am no Stranger to 

her ! 
Her Tryal with her late wrong'd Husband EJfex ! , 
He;: loofe Pretenfions for that wifti'd Divorce i 
I know it all ! — ^and, by my Soul, I think. 
Dear as I love thee, could'ft thou ftoop fo lo^^r 
As to receive that Wanton to thy Arms, 
'TwouM Ihake my Friepdfllip fo-r— I cou'd not 

fcorn thee — '• 

But e'er Td fee thy Shame — Fd range the World, 
And leave thee to the Ruin thou'rt fo fond of ! 
Should 'ft thou ! alas ! what mean thofe. ftarting 

Tears ? 
Big Drops of Sweat—dead Palenefs trembling 

Limbs ! 

C Signs 
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^aignsof fome finuig C^nfufion ! • . n 

S(m. O my Friend ! 
Imuft not — cannot hide a Thought &om thee ! 
She, from whofe Charms your Friendfliip wou'd 

difluadcmc. 
Is now my Wife. 
Over. Your Wife! 

S(m. My much lov'd Wife. • 

Over. Oh ! what arc Men who love ! ' ■ M y 
Lord, r?tdone! 
One Sigh to Friend Aiip onjy-r-and no more ! 
Al^ thofe convulfive Starts that Ihock thy Frame^ 
Were the prophetic Warners of my Fall 

Som. Said'ft thou ! thy Fall ! faU firft a,thou£tnd 

Somerfets. 
Over. That I ftill love thee — witnels thil Em- 
brace ! 
Witncfs thrfc Tears ! — ^but from this fatal Hoar, 
JoinM, as you are, to her — we part for ever. 

Som. O ftop — ^repent — recall thofe hafty Words J 
What ! part for ever I 
Over. For ever our Alliance, not our Love. 
Som.' I fear I have no Frietiid — but Overbury. 
' Over. You have a Wife, and Friendfhip is her 
Office! 
It ftings my Soul to fee thee thus betrayed, 
And my foreboding Heart e*en bleeds with Pity I 
All that is left me now is to avoid ^e, ^ 
And not to fee, what, but to hear,, will kill me- 
Farewell, my Lord-^raay ceafckfs Bleffings- wait 
you. :^ [£xi>. 

^./"'* Somerfet ahne. 



^•> f> 



5bq^i^orrow, eternal Sorrow claims.me now ! 
All happy Fortune flies for ever from me ! 
Whate Vs worth wrlhing for on Earth, Tve loft. 

Life 
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Life is a Dream, difturb'd by conftant Care^, 
And he^ who is not lovM^ finds Death a BleiHng. 

Frien^ip^s dear Ties fir generous SwU vsere made^ 
When they relax, black IVoes our Peace invade ! 
Friendfhip frwn every IB can Life defend^ 
Our Guardim AngePs but a fait/iful Friend. [£xit. 
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Ifabella^ Qeora. 
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[HY, IfabeBa, are thefe Sighs of S6rrow, 
While crouding Joys invite your 

blooming Youth ? 
Love rears a thouf^ little tender 
Fears, 
Fate^ with a Smile aufpicious, bids you hope; 
To fear is to diftruft a Power Supreme, 
The watchful Guard of V^^^tue in Diftrefs. 

Ifa. Have I not caufe to fear a thoufand Ills? 
' Geo. No ! your lov*d Overbury comes to cheat you. 
Then let weak Malice work up thrcatning Mifchief, 
Soon fhall the Fairy Strufture melt away : 
•Tho* Somerfet's new Bride tries every Wile 
That flighted Love (to Hatred turn'd) c^n praSife^ 
Her Soul's chief Secrets (he unfolds to me, 
A§ I to you difclofe 'cm. 

Jfa. Kind Cleora / 
Our Frrendfhip grew and ripen'd with our Years ! 
When forc'd to lofe thee at my Father's Death, 
How mournful was our Parting ? I blcfs'd the 
Chwce, 

C t When 
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When I beheld th^e, with my Guardian's Bride,, - 
Companion of her Hours, 

Cleo. Of me no more ; * . 

Now let your Overbury fill your Thoughts, 
And every Accent fwell with Sounds of Love. 

If a. Oh ! my Cleora ! he will ne'er be mine^ • ; 
A dreadful Dream laft Night has warned my Soi^ : 
Love had (methought) ordain'd our Nuptial Rites, 
But fudden, while before the Prieft we ftpod, 
A lowering Cloud hung o'er the Temple's Roof, 
* And, with ilbw Horror, fpread a fleecy Darknefs- 
From its black Center burft a rattling Shower, 
The laboring Air groanM, big with rdlljngyhunder. 
Red, thro' the gather'd Gloom, flafli'd Lightning 

broke. 
And the rent Veil let in a dreadful Glare, 
.Which, with portentous Quiverings, gleani'd upr 

on us ! 
The Altar totter'd- — and the Lights grew dim — 
A hoUow Wind figh'd cold — ^and from, their Graves 
Pale Ghofts ftalk'd (hadowy, and fcream'd hideous 

round me. 
But OH ! — around my Love fierce Brightnefe glit- 

ter'd, 
A Fife, triumphant, curl'd abo^t fiisFormj 
A-nd,- winding upward, fnatch'd him from my Sight. 
. Cleo. Yet he's not loft - — See • where hp fmiling 

coipes! 
Ie.et oje not ft ay to interrupt your Joys, ^ [Exit. 

Enter Ovcxbury. , ,_ 

€n)er. O take me, ta]ce me, to thy Heav -nly Bo- 
fom I ,. . • 

Here let me pour out all my hoarded -ThQUfihts 1 
Her? tower my Joys ! my )Care§ be ijere difp^rs'dl 
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. Jffl. X have a thouTaad tender things to fay ! . 
J^ .|hou(a>id Doubts at once to be reloivM 1 
Tbiep tedious Months have heavily rolfd on, ,. 
And not one Thought, perhaps, has chid thy Stay : 
But while thy Vpice fo fweetly ftrijkes my Ear^ - / 
My Joys revive, and melt away my Sadnefs. 

Ov^.. Let my 3M;Llble(s the Muficpf thofe Words? 
My Heart breaks tapt'rous at the ipftning Souod 1 
I feafl my famifh'd Eyes upon thy Smiles 1 

I touch thee ^and am loft ijO; E^xtafy 1 f 

A Tide of thrilling }oy flows thro* my Veins, 
I part with Pleafure, and i burn wjth Love. 
. ^tf. Icannot^ ^ I wou'd, 4iCgui^<^ i^y Thoughts, 
Tho 'tis, perhaps a Fault to look thus kindly : 
But, Oh ! beware --T-for thou haft dangerous Foes ! 
Beware Northampton^ who pretends to love me ! 
]^ware the Woman who deludes thy Friend ! 
Watchful I ftrive to counterplot their Mifchicf, 
And puard thy Vertue from impending Danger 1 " 

Over. Oh ! thou rich Source of.everlafting Plea^t 
fure!" . ; ' . • 

Virtues rife mix'd, and fparkle in thy Soul ; 
One glittering Cbaiim purfues another's Shine, 
Aj^^ while Lcut thofe Seas which brought me near 

Sweet Sun-refleding Waves roUM glafly on ; 

And this nofoonerkifs'd the Shore, and dy*d, - v- 

But a new Folio wer/rofe, and fwellM as lovely. 

• JEwf^r Northampton. 

Ncr. Why. ftart^.you^, Madam ?— — at a Lover's 
Prefericc, 
Udyeil your cloo4ed Beauty— -^cc, this Momirjg, 
A fmiling Suti^oks gay on our Friend's Nuptiali» " 

Ifa. My Lord/ I want the CqutiiiQr,^ 

Nor. Not the Woman I . 
I jfipe^a too fuccefsful Rival near yo u^jj j 

Sir 
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Sir, I fliou*d fpea^ yoa welcome— You are happy— r 
But, Madam, fince your Charms may be negleded^ 
For Boys, unstiird, find Gems, whofe Worth they 

know not! 
When foch your Fortune proves, think of Nor- 

'thamptmi^ 

And fniile, the late, on one who lives to Ipve you. 
' Over. My Lord, this Injury but provokes my 

Scorn, 
The next may move my Anger. 

Nor. Am I threaten^ ? 
Away. — thou buzzing Infe6: of the Court ! 
r Over. Reproaches are too mean for brave Mens 

Anger, 
Or I could fting thy Arrogance with talking ! 
Be wife ! nor urge my Sword againft thy Meannefs, 
Wornibra nobler Quarrel. . , 

Nor. Sir, 'tis well I 
When we meet next, what now remains to £ay. 
May be debated. 

Over. At your fpeedieft Leifure*. [Leadi o^Ifab. 

Northampton yb/n^v 

. Mr, Well, Overbury /—thou doft right to (pum met 
If Plots have. Power, if Oaths have force to crulh 

thee. 
If there's a Magic Spell beneath the Moon, , 
Or Poifon can be drawn from baneful Plants, 
Then Horror^ from my Fury, light upon thcc ! 

£nter CouHtefs <f Somerfet. 

Cmnt. My Lord, t know not if I'm yet betrayed f 
My* Fop ftiot by me with a gloomy Brow, • 

JJor bow'd his Head in paffing. 

Nor. Saw you your Lord ? 

Ceum^ 
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CfoM. I did I and ftrangely mov'd ! 
The ufual Sweetnefs of his Nature *s loft, 
')N\th. fplded Arms he traverfes the Room, 
Now red ! — ^now pale ! big on his watry Eyes 
Prompt Tears ftand trembling — ^fpcak to him, and 

he fighs ! 
Or fhakes his Head— and groans an hollow Anfwer ! 
Then, on a fudden, ftartsl— and flies Obfervance ! 

Nor. Now is the Time to fire him to our Purpofe ! 
•yheir Friendlhip broke, I have a further Plot — 
E*er Night this Overburj fees the Tower. 

Omnt. JVoolfej nor Burleigh c*er projcded better% 

Nor. Hafte we to execute Refolves of Weight. 
An adive Fire fhou'd quicken vaft Conceptions ! 
For, when Delay's cold Influence chills our Schemes,, 
Some adverfe Fate comes, like a furious Blaft, 
And kills 'em e'er they ripen into Aftion. 

Count. O 1 1 can match thee with'an equal Flame, 
Not e'en the Soldier's Fury, rais'd in War ! 
The Rage of Tyrants, when Defiance ftings *em ! 
The Pride of Pricfts, fo bloody when in Power I 
Are half fo dreadful as a Woman's Vengeance. 

Nor. ''Tis a warm Thought, and fires the moun- 
ting Soul ! ^ 
Revenge dares ftrike at every thing —— 
Rivers of Blood mark out the fmiling Way ! 
And Kingdoms flame to give her Triumphs Luftre I 
. Welcome, dread Vengeance ! as I weigh my Wrongs,^ 
I fwell like j^tna, when her fulph'rous Rage 
Burfts o'er tlie Earth, and rolls in Floods- of Fire. 

Coum. Let the Prieft-ridden Vulgar worfllip 
Vertue ! 
Thou virtuous Overhury^ fleep, and dream I 
Dream of Phtlofophy, and puzzling Honour ! 
Of heavenly Vifions, and immortal Shadows ! 
Till flow Revenge leaps fuddenly upon thee. 
Then ftart ! — behold who ftrikes ! and fo expire 1 
•^ . " Nor. 
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Nor. Soft ! . the E^ri comes !--~be on the niceft 

Guard ! 

' > • • ' 

Prove thy Succefs but vaft as ;are thy Wifhes, / 
Thy Name fliall iVcll on Fame's immortal Voice, 
A Wonder among Women—- [Ex. 

Omm. He coihes ! — now aid me, all my Sex's 
Falihood I 

Enter Somcrktmujing. ^ 

Som. Men fay^ our Thoughts diftinguifii us from 
Brutes! / 

Wou*d I had never thought ! — ^ — I had then been 

^ happy ! 
Refleftion rivets Woe upon the Wretched ? 
Thought teaches me. to feel a Friend's loft Worth 1 
When we have Friends, to them we truft our Griefe, 
Our Care lies lighten 'd, and the Mind (leeps calm : 
To me, that Comfojt '$ loft ! — I have no Friend I ' 
Oh ! I cou'd pine away this wretched Life ! 
Lean, like a Willow, trembling o'er a Brook ! 
Sigh with the Winds ! and murmur with the Stream ! 

Comtt. His Heart feems Qrcfs'd with Care. lAfide^ 
My gentle Lord, 
Why leave you thus tUe Gaiety of Friends ? 
And why has grinding Grief ufurp'd your Soul ? 

i&w, I found myfelf diforder'd, and I left, you— ^" 
Oft am I thps— Leave me, 1*11 foon return. 

0)unt. Oikl my dear Lord, I am not foon deceived, 
Thofe care-bent Brows fuit not a Bridegroom's 

jcace • < . 
Are folded Arms the Geftures of Delight ? 
Or.thefc £ad Groans the Voice of inward Joy ? v 
No, no— confider, I am now your. Wife I 
*Tis mine to eafe your Cares, and bring you Com- 
fort ! 
If you have Sorrows, I muft claim my Part i 

' I 



Sit cfhotnAi hH^uty. ih 

1 firjik not Ibph Ijeneath 9 Weigbcjof Woe ';'^ . . V 
If you deriy nie tnis, you Iqye me not. - \. . -^ 
Som. Not love thee ! fay 'ft thou ? Oh 1 thciu %y^\ 

6i' Somefjet^ . ,- " - - ^ 

CouM thofe bright Eyes be turh'd into my;Breaff,': 
There^ wqu^d. you fee how your Sufpicion wrongs 



me f 



» 
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IfBt me loojt-njgh !— Ipt me gaze-here with Wonder! 
\Vhere*s jFriiendfhip now ? Why, Reafon yiefds tq 
Beauty ! . , J 

What tho*:the Crimes, of which her Foes accufc bei^ 
felarM, broad as Daylight, on my ftartled Soul, 
Angels play fmiling in her wantqn Eyes, , - 
And lend an Awe toXightnefs— Love rei^s rouhdr 
1 . her, . ' ... J 

And when fhe fpeals-^the foftefi, (weieltert tMuwc 
Melts in her Voice, and chaTois away my-Griefc^ 
Counu Oiji ! with what Art you footh my ^iot'^ 
ing Spirits ! — . 

Thin 1 am flill your dear, your much-lbvM Wife-^ 
Why dp I asfc ^ i;hofe Ey?s confefs I am ! ,. - ' 
But tell me — for. you fhou^d impart your Cares .!. . ^* 
Why are yoti thus: ? .. * - ... v > 

Som. Ob!!' . ,, ;,^ 

Ount, Nay, again you^re t>rQeI ! ^ - i <^ ^ 
Still when 1 ftrive to fearqh theCaufe, your, .Voice 
Sinks from the Point, andanfwers with a Grqan^ 
. Som. Whaj: Caufe ?— 1 told" tHee , J had-B^eri^ifi 
order d"*^- — » .. r - .^ 

Thy Fears are the wild Coinage of thy Fan^y^ r . ;^ 
A fubtle Self-Tormentor ! , ^ '"'.•. ;> 

Cffunt. ^Tis well, my Lord !' 1 ., 

I guefs to.Hwbom. I awe.niy JLafs of.Powef ; . ... r^ 
t'ou have a Friend can tell you Talesi of HoQput', 
And teach, jou how to triumph o'er a Wife, •- v^ '"^t 
Who .Jia.i>, indeed, had. Fa,alts — but' whpfe .jshicr 
Crime'' 

J> Is 
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IS loving you, perhaps, with too much Fondnefs* 
Som. What doft thou mean ?-— what Friend ? 
C^unt^ Why Overlfurj ! 
1 know your Tutor chides your fkulty Conduft ! 
Go then, and make your Peace — b€ meekly penitent, 
Promifc to err no more — 'and he'll forgive you. 
iSbrn. Heat me, fweet Tyrant ! — ^By my Life, J 
fwear 
Thou'rt dear to me, as Crbwns tb the Ambitious ! 
Dear as thefe Eyes, which tremble on thy Charms, 
Or^ as this Heart, which.akes with Joy and Angmlh* 
Count. Then I muft tell you. Sir, your Friend s a 
Villain! 
. Som. Have a care f 

Let not thy Rage tranfport thee to iDietraftion. 
Outtt^ Oh ! were I but to fpeak his bafe Attempt! 
*Sb»f. What bafe Attempt ? 
Couta. No matter what it is ! 
l^iatty may be allowed fome^Secrets too f 

S»7n. .Nay,, this is wrong ! — to brand him firft 
with Villain * 
Then, in a dusky Phrafe,. elude the Charge • 
Truth feldom lies concealed in Myftery, 
Oearly to Reafon, flie reveals her Light, 
And Errors vani(]h> hke a Mill, before her. 
^ Count. Why — what if he defign'd againft my Ho-^. 
nour ? 
Som. Your Honour ! *tis impoffible • 
. Coffltf. Form all, that treacherous Guilt wou'd 

dare to aft^ 
And fdm it up in this pretended Friend. 

-S!m». I prithee do not make me mad • fpeak 

plainly! 
Coum. Knowing your Paflion, he durft urge his 
ow n - 
He told me you were%Ife ! — defigfting !•— jealous !-- 
TryM every Art of Treachery to fupplanr you ; 

And 
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And whenTie found his Wiles were unfuccefsful, 
AttemptectForcBj and threaten 'd me with 31andr:r; 
- &w. Force !r-r*Slander ! — choufhftft warta'4:melli-— 

think once more • :.-.,. 

He' cou*d not be fo bafe ! ., 

Count. JHc was. -. r * % , 

Sm. ImpofEble ! 

E*cr yet my Fury mounts into a Blaze, 
E'er I upbraid him with thefe black DedgpiS^ . 
I charge thee do not tax him wrongfully j 
For f hou may*il open fuch a Scene of Horror, 
•Twijl (hake thee to behold it i 
Dare you coniir^^ it with an Oath ? • 

Couni' I will. 

Som. Nay, but weigh well what you prefumc to 
fwcar ! , 
Oaths are of dreadful Weight"— and, if they're falfc^ 
X)raw down Damnation-^cliofe.ivrhp mutdfr.Faqpic, 
Kill more than Life-Dcftroyers — Think again 1 ' 

for, at that Day, when;eaGl|.ipvift.ibndarraign'!4y 
Their Lots will fall in the C^yofeft Fires. 

G»»^. 3y ail mj^ Hopes^^ 
What I have faid— : . . , 

Som. Nomorp-rrJ muft believe you V» I ' y 
Believe you, faid I ? — ^^whai; muft I. believe ? 
If you prove falfe ! — if you tradtioe my Friend l-. 
And wrong my Faith ! ^ may Sorrow bfaft; thy 
Beajuties [ : . . ' 

May Conipience in& in all her dreadful Triumph jl;^ 
Scare every SenCe! and ^rike thee with Diftra^ion 1 
Yet, fure thou'rt true ! thofe Eyes which ibine fo 
! fweejcly, ' ^ / 

Can wear no dusky Stain of barbarous Fallhopd ''*^: 
What ^hen muft Overbury be ? ReSeftion 
$ickens with Doubt, and dies in dar]( C<wfu^Q« 

Count, }dy I^td — r-T- 

J) t Som. 
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^ Som Tliou need*it not {peak— I faid f. w6ul4 bfr^ 
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JT^boH art my Life, the Fountain of my Joy ! 
¥e\^ let me think !*^Force !— Slander !-^yei, Ms fo ! 

Hc'Js falfe I he's falfe 1 Curfe pnp all tre^therovis 

* Friends s" • ' '^ '^ " •;' '' '' ^ 

Cou^nt.l^ay, but I meant i\ot,'thus. to^reypur 

Forget ii Friehd^s ^ffi Falfhood. './/■' / / ^. 
Som. t^t^^etl never 1 '. ' ^^' 

No — tho this Day ^i^sfs vowM to PeScje' and Love,^ ; 
Tho' Gr^Ms of noble Guefts have gjfdc^d n^y Joys, 
Nay, tho' our King fhou'd add hisfecredPrefence^ 
My Fury brooks r\6 Stay-^^my Fame ! my Hbnq^ir! 
Both arc concem'd^and rouze my Soul to Vepgeaiice, 

"• ^ ., ^< •' .f *' . I ' y ', '. ' % 

. ^ . . ^ntW Np«hatnp?pn. . ; ' ; . 

/jiK&i. Wbvar€>' thfe- Bride and'-BAlegiroom thqa 

l-etiT'd? '- '■ ' 'V "^^/ ' 

Cr^d$iof all Raftfe^lpN?fe in to joiri^ur1?Ieafure§J[ 
And every Jnfti^tini^eiit of Mufic Witi' ■' ' ^ 

Tto found fweet Notes, and^ fwell the Itoars of LoveJ 
Som. Alas, my Lord ! even Harfflony gro\vs harlh! 
Thoughr'y out of rape; l)ifcord has ftiSiek my Ear^ 
And my Soul jars withia me. ' - - 

I\fcr.» What's the-'G^ttfe ^ 
V '^om^: ?Tis a vile Wo^Id, Nmhampjm ! 
^hc Qajths of prienddiip, like thofe miad^ to Girls^ 
A^^WeaWt but to betray, and broke o*courfe, 
' j|tf< This I knew wpll before—T— but who has 

%^. The darkeft ofall Villains-r *: ^^e Friend | 

git to !"am'a M^n,- -I will revenge rt i- — ^ — - -^^ 
h ! w6at a GFU^nge has my poor Heart TuftairiM ! :^ 
^ut'&*lfew Mdffjenls-finee, this Man's to^MMemoi^ 
^f.\ foft, as brooding Halcyons, oeVy Sotil; 




.V. ^ 






Now my m iR?8? cbu;4,,hqp5l>ii^ in full Stent, 
Till his laft Dull were fcacter'd iq (ho Air, • 
Jind dm^J^,)l^!^ b§fQr«r ifh?i <ffgry Wind. 
' iSTor. My Lord, this feems th' S^jCf ^aigance of 
PaflGon ! 

When Ang^f W%|?v. HW^ftp^wU- •«> AftkStoi "' 
Like a hot. Stpgd^i^^ fi^Ipb^cs,in. 'm V^ 1 * \ 

The M*a fif Iwugfep, wQ«»ds.4e«p«ft,:4nd-ftrikes 

AnH iCTol? it dij^^iytq tbe. Mark. . ' ; :> 

" Som. Icariribt, like a Courtier, kill with Smiles! 




And fall as a Man (hou'd If I revenge me, 

I right my in jur^^'JPono!|i:, 4§J o^ht. 

Nor. My Lord, this Scream muft have another 
Co^irfe: ... . 

This Overbuy y ■ 

^ Sqfm, ^sjd^ft thp^ Qveriuty^l [ ; : \ ' 

Now, by tny'Soiil, there's Mjigicjin the Name, 
^ij^d my chjJ'nv'd '|i^g<e. grows ftill as Midnight 

Why WQu[^ft.?ft9ft %eAj5: it ? — Letm? not dwell vp- 
.; oatii^n i ; ' * _ . ' _ . 

Talk o( falfe, prieadih^p. ! oiFab^ndonM HQ}«)tijr ! ; 

Of Hate J Revenge I—Diftraaion, }-r- 

ButTp^re diat; Name— rat whiijji piy Fury melts,'. 

(br Guilt wili fmite,'like fweetrcy'^ Jnnoipenpf . 
Count. I4y Lord, I wilh you^ ^cpii'd (iifm^juric; 
^ your Anget. j ^. 

f Tis noblep to fprglve, than t9 reveoge* 

Som. Doft thou plead too — wby^ — he has ^rong'4 
thy Fame 1 

E?ea to n»y gs^r has wrong'4 '^ Im — ^g^RCrous 
Charmer J 

* . Nor* 
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, N$r. Tour Frowns will blaft what fprung but by 
your Smiles. 
Sm. Fll thiftk a whilc'— your Counfel Ihall di- 
reft me. 

Thou injured FrienJfiip, tny grieved Sml inffire 
With av^l Juflfce^ and vindiEtive Fire ! 
» ' Let Tuy Revenge^ to match tV tmgenrous Wrfrng^ 
Be fviifty as Eagles ; and^ as Lions\ ftrong ! 
Dreadfkl^ as Flames^ by furious Whirhoinds driven^ 
Or, T%under^ burftingfrm i§ended HeaveiL [Exeunt; 






A C T III. 

Northampton and Ontmefs of Sqmeriet. 

Nor. fB WM MA H E King come here in private !— ^ 
m,»M-l then all's right. 

And, in good time, weVc ftirr'4 
your Husband's Anger. 
" . Coumi The Courtiers are in Overtury's Intereft. 

Nor. No matter — they'll defert him in his Fall ; 
Like Perjians they adore the Rifing Sun, \ 

But, when the Great Man's Glories ihrink away. 
Shrubs, which grew under him, (hoot up ungrat^ful^ 
And brave him in Declenfion — none aifift him. 
No kind Hand lifts him from engulpbing Ruin, 
But all join Strength to prcft him lower ftill-^ 
ypu have not heard, perhaps, that OverbuY]/ 
Courts Friefidlhip with your E0ex^ 

Count. How 1 with.JE^ex / . 
* JVor. What if he ihould betray your Letters tci 
him? ^ 



^^ i 



Sir Thomas Overbury. 2| 

Count. The Villain dares not— r— \ 

Mr. If he does, you V loft— -^ r \^ 

What ! know you of his Love to Ifaidla ? 

Count. Oh ! name it not— — - 
It cannot be— IVe fear'd, but would qot find it. 

Nw. Wou'd 'twere a Secret then— but fee this 
Pacquety 
Thefe are his Letters to that Ifahella ! 
Their Superfcriptions wanting — chappy that • 
To tell how I acquired 'em» would be tedious I 
Let it fuffice, thefe undireded Papers^ 
Shall bear the Force^of Proofs to Somerfet^ 
Moft fatal to his Friend. Sir Gervas Effwajs, 
Who bears a weighty Part in this Defign, 
Is coming towards us — Pleafe to leaveMm with me.^ 
I am an ExUe from the Royal Prefence, 
But you, the King expefts, ftiould blefs his Eyes. . 

{Exit Countefs of Somerfct. 
That he fees EJfex I am well informM, 
And blew that Spark to ra^ber to a Ffamir. 

Enter' Sir G. EUoways. 

Let me congratulate my faithful EBonjoays ! ^ 

The Tower-Lieutenancy will now be y ours^ 
For Somerfet has faid it. 

EB. My kind Lord ! 

Nor. Nay, I have News , 

That more will pleafe you, if you loye Northampton! 
The Mfin I hate will foon be in my Power ! r 

All the proud .Steps, by which he. climb'd to Greab* 

nefs. 
Sink from his Feet, and let him fall to Ruin. - 

- EB. Can Somerfet forfake him ? 

Nor. He detefts him— 

EH. Prodigious Change --rthis News indeed fur- 
prizes T 

Nor. 



Nor. To gauTtEetJ'ftbdifet^tdihjr'^iflles; ^ 
I ftirrM hi^ Temper with fofch 'ciVii\6\ii A^t,' y 
That, e*et his Judgmeiit cbtt'd feiert its!?fil6gm, ' 
His Blood took, Ferment "fra to a Watnitli 6f Paflicn* 
Then, Afrhife*his ^ery^pirit fiam'd Afrlth^'Ragc, - ^' 
Ifl its ifuil Heat, f ftiimp'd it >s*^itlj' Rfeftefage. • 

Ell. The Depth of Wifdom Ao^s, in dl you 

Like/ *ftf 6i1g Cati*ent^ IH'hich, V6^f)6s'd by Piles^ 
Works gently thW*, d/id (kps tWe MpUhd unfean. 
Till, gatheririg Fditd, it potits refiftlefi ifi, . 
And the Batik flbdts before it— fetid ydu 'there ? . 
jVorj K6-^0W^«f/'s Deatli muft ci^oivh ifty Con-% 

' £//; Thei'e"^ ICferiger there !— \ , 

War- Not (d-f^^-^i'^^ weighed it l^^ei; ! 
Th'affaffiftatibgS//i»//^W^yVtiri&^^^^^ ' 
Suljjicidfi ^ete irS FolIdVers— and Sufpici^ 
WouM,like a'Blbddhbubd, hauM dtit Steps too near! 
What think yon dfthe doft 2r2i///jf»'s Cleans? 
Sure, filent Poifon ?-7"Daje ydu be. a Friend ? 

£//. I dare t*e tvdrft; ^ ' 

Nor. Kijow, t\iw^ xhsit' Somerjet. ^^^ t 

Has noted Overbuy fi^ ttioft intimate ' ^ ^ 
With fdttte, Whdfe 2eal is markM agaifi& 'the Staf le I . 
Now to inflame the King with Jealoufy, 
An EmbaiTy to Ruffta will be offefM hj m s • ' 
rrh.i? Love-and Policy forbid him takings. 
And if be- not accept it, all's confirmM ; 
It fpeakis hiih plainly loth to leave tis Fadlion^ 
Attd fo hfe comes committed to your Care. 

EM.. The reft may be compleated eafiI/» - • 

*Tis buf tb change the doubted Officers, 
And place fuch round him as will fuit c^ur PurpofeS 

Wpr. No more — ^be fecret. 

—•• — * ■ *" ■ 

' ' :- Enter 
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i Enter Somerfet. 

» '{ 4 

I 
I 

&m. GooA^^xt Geruas EUovjays ! 
i greet you, gladly, with your new-giv'n Hotiout, 
Which the King's Pleafure, tfius, confirms by me, 

[Delivers a Cofnmifjioni 
' EV. My Lord, you bind me ever to your Service* 
Som. Oh ■ m y Northampton ! 
Non Why that Sigh, my Lord ? 
Som. I have been thinking, when we lofe a Friend > 
*Tis like an Eye pluck^ from its bleeding Orb. 
No more the other holds the Joy of Sight, 
But, ceafelefs, weeps till it grows blind with An-- 

guiih 
iSo mourns my widow' d Soul for Overlury ! 

Nor. Why do you name him ftill thus tenderly ? 
Methinks your Wrongs fhou'd rife ^gainft yout 

Weaknefs, > 
And fting you with RefleSion. 

Som. 'Ay, mention thofe, and I relapfe to Fury ! *- 
My reftlefs Thoughts drive round like veering 

Winds, 
Forgetful of their Center— yet the Soul, 
Like a foft Babe, inurM to foolilh Fondncfs,' 
Is hard to wean from wailing^^ — Oh ! forgive m^l 
^Tis the lafl: Struggle of expiring Friendfliip ! 
Nor. Your PaflSons late were wing'd, like venge^ 
ful Whirlwinds, 
Now they fink, fighing, to a Gale of Sorro'w !. 
Sham^ on your Sof^efs*— where*s the Soul -of &-• 

merfet ? 
Where's that fierce Fire which us*d to kindle io 

you. 
And fparkle, from your Eyes, in fierce Refentmcnt ? 
What ! all extinguifh'd ? 

E Som: 
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Som. No ; I am ftill the fame ! 
Tve the King's Orders for this Embafly, 
And Overbwry's fent for. 

Nor. If he refufes. 
We place him on the Pinacle of Fate ! . . 
JThcrclball big-gathering Winds fing round Ids 

Head, 
And whirl him to Deftruftion — rES^ivays be ready. 

X£x/^ Kilo ways. 
Sm. Bat, my good Lord, tbis^ Treachery fiar* 
ties me, 
Tth an unmanly Vengeance. 

Nor. Fye, my Lord ! 
. Som. Why, rather, nrot accufe'him Face to Face ? 
And, with an open Anger, prove the Charge ? 
Nor.. There may be Guilty- you wou'd not wifh 
to prove 
Look on thefe Letters I fent without Dlre^^ion ! 
Artful, and (afe, that Caution— Know you the 

Hand? . 

How foft are the Contents. ? 
, Som. Wou'd I Were blind ! 
Nor. Wou'd not he wrong his King who wrongs 
his Friend ! 
Come, come, my Lord-'— you muft be won to Wif- 

dom ! 
Tho* theipft Dove broo^gall-lefe, o'er your Breaft^ 
Yet let the wary Serpent arm your Mind. 
Som. O Heaven 1 he comes I— —he fliocks me 
with his Prelcnce I 

. Nor. See! EJfex leaves him-— -had he been 

your Friend, • 

He wou'd not thus be feen. -My Lord— farewell. 

[Exit. 

'. Soffi^^ *Tis Death to meet him I—ryet I cannoi^^ir. 
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Enter Ovcrbury. 

Owr. My ILocd^ I come,* obedient to your Slim- 
inons. 
The Force of Friendfliip overfteays my Griefs, 
And I muft love you ftUl. 

Swn. DiffemWipg Villain ! [Afiie. 

I have a Meflage from the King, this Morning. 
That will, I doubt, furprize you— 'tis hi§ Pleature, 
That you prepare yourfelf, without Delay, 
For a (hort Embaffy to A«j^tf . 
Over. The Warning^s fiidden ! 
Som. The Defign is deep ! 
Perhaps too, n^t propos'd by your beft Friends. 
Over. No^, my lov'd Lord^ 1*11 try your Friend- 
flap's Faith! 
When fick'ning Reafon labours in the Mind, 
Advice is the SouKs Cordial~how ihall I aft ? 
Som. If Honefty^s your Guide, you cannot ftray. 
^^; If to be bleft, and honeft, were the fame^ 
I fliou d not be unhappy, 

Som. He feems innocent. {^Afide. 

*Tis a hard Struggle to diflemble thus! 
Over. If your Looks wrong you npt, you are dif- 
order'di 
Z Som- Have you refoIv*d ? I wait for your Reply.- 
Over. So cool iii your Advice! — ^nay, now 1 
read you ! 
Nortbamfm and your Wife l-^Serpent and Woman^l 
Haveturn'd you ^gainft your Friend ! . ' 

And your plain Mind, unfatoion'd for Deceit, 
Knows not to veil its Frailty. 

Som. Have a care : — 

Ovir. What ! am* I threaten^ too ?-^ungratcf4 
Somerfet! 
Have 1 advis'd you with a Brother's Tendernefe, 

E ^ Pin'4 
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Pin'd for your Peace, and made your Cares my own. 
To be rewarded thus? — here end our Friendihip I 
And, for my Anfwer, I defire a Paufe. 

Som. Then I muft tell the King, you^rcnot re- 

folvM? 
Over. That as you pleafe — ^I'll ferye him till I dic> 
Til( the Reward of- Loyalty overtakes me ; 
For Patriots ftill muft fall for Statefmen's Safety, 
And perifh by the Country they preferve. 
- Som. ^Tis dangerous, thus, to tax the Royal Gra- 
titude !- — 

I fee you're rafli, and wou'd advifc you better- - 
If, when you touqh'd me in too weak a Part, 
I (hrunk — 'twas from quick Senfe of aking Pain, 
I was to blame— I knew not what I faid !— — 
Excufcit as a Friend. 

Over. Said you, you were to blame ? — ^\i you're 
^ fincere, 
My Fit of Rage, like Lightning on a Defart,^ 

But flafhes ^ — ^and is loft, 

$07n. Qm he be fi^lfe ? ' 

And yet I muft not doubt*"" — — \Afiie. 

Over. What ! ftill uneafy ? / 
Som. You know, I'm rais'd on Fortune's fav'rite 
, Spoke J ^ 

If I grow giddy, I (ball move away. 
And roll, at once, to Ruin. 

Over. Let me guard you— - 
And) to be near you, not accept this Enibaffy — 
Form fome fair Caufe, and ui^e it as my Anfwer- 
Sonff I'll to th? King this Jnftant, and attempt it, 

lExit. ^ 

Over. This Meflage, from the King, bears fome 
Defign, 
gut Tin more touch 'd with Smmfefs Diforder | 
Let mc ftill mark him ' i ' As he pafles on, 

~:^ He 
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He ftarts ! — ^ftops Ihort !-- and ponders in fuf- 

pence 1 ■ ■ 
Now he proceeds !**-all this fliou'd bode fomc Mif- 

chiefl 

Enter Countefs of 3omerfet. 



Coum. Now, now, fupport me, Pride^ or I am loft ! 

Over. Ha ! flie here ! 

CoufiL Why ftart you^ calm, infalting Man ? 
Is Love a Crime too great to be forgiven ? 
But thy cold Soul admits no Warmth of Pailion : 
J, like the Sun, darted too fierce a Blaze, 
Yet, thy chill Wilhes 

Dawn'd fome fick Hope, when Ifaiella's Eyes, . * 
Like a pale Moon, gleamM her faint Beams upon thee. 

Over. How ! knows flie that ? {A fide.] When 
Honour lights up Love, 
Th' illumin'd Soul burns lambent with a Flame, 
Pure as the hallowed Altars — ^fuch mv Hope I 
Such were the Wiflies, movM by Ijabella. 

Cougt. How I difdain thee ! — ^yes, I fcom thee !— ^ 
hate thee ! ^ 

Thou, who cou'dft ftoop fo expofe a Woman's 

Weaknefs, 
To taint her Fame, and blaft her to the World !— 
All my fierce Paffions rife with that Reflcftion, 
Inward they rage — a winding Train trikcs fire, 
. The flafhy Blaze runs fwift thro* every Vein, 
And my Brain fplits with Agony, 

Over. You wrong me. Madam — I, with humbled 
Gratitude, 
ThankM, and concealed your Paffion — If your Fame 
Is tainted-^your Divorce has caus'd if — Modefty 

Muft guard a Woman's Seemings — • 

Oh ! that my Words, like the Sun's powerful Rays, 
^ere with Attraftion arm'd — ^tilKfrom your Breaft, 

"" This 
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%\s Flood of Frailty rofe^ eadial'd in Sjgfes, 

►r flowM away in Screams of foft EUpcfitance. 

Oomh Upbraidjer ! 

Over. I not upbraid your Love, but your wild 
Paffions, 
Which wouM, lij^e envious Shades, eclipfe thc^e 

Beauties, 
f'Jhat dfe, wii^b Juftice, fure, muft charm^ ManiEind I 
But, Madam, think — there^s not a homrfy Pealant, 
If gracM -with Innocence, ti>p^ nurs*d ip Toil^ 
But boafts more Glof y than a tainted Grandeur* 

fyurit> preaching Statue 1 
W^here are my Lett;efs:?-^thoi| 4fitaift'ft ^em poorly. 
With Aim, to awe my Anger. 

Over. E-er you a?lf 'd 'em, 
I^ovM by a confpioqs Hope, to ejifc your Fe«rs, 
^]Honpur indue' d jn^c,,thus to givp/e^ up. 
Now, they are yours again — But their Effeft 
Will ftill live in me, apd whene'er your Image 
Enriches my Remembrance ■ thp huroblcft Gra- 
titude / 
JWiU teaph my Heart new Tendernyefs, [Gives liters. 

Count. This generous Aft has wajcen'd Love again. 
And Pity pleads agairrfl ^me— What ihall I do ? \ 
If I continue here, and he thus charms me. 
My Schen^, at once, is Air-^Like jarring Elementi 
My Paffions war — and Thought oppc^ng Thought, 
Shakes my whole Frame, 'till I am riiad witb 
doubting. 

Over. Why are you thus difturb'd ? 

Count. Can I fo ill reward his generous Heart, 
As to apply thefe Letters to his Ruin, . 
Which might have ruin'd me, bad be with-hcid 
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And yet I muft — Fate's flippery Ice has caught me. 
And, if I not Aide on, I ixok tor ever- 



Sir Thorny Ov^ury. | ( 

Let me not ftay— O Wretch ! De^f h hovtvS fli'er 

thee I 
He grafps a Dart, and, in pale Fary, Ihafces it l 
High o er thy Head ! Now, now it falls, and 

ffrikes thee ! m 

I QSinnot bear to fee wliat I have caused. i 

Over. Or I*m enfhar'd— -or Madoe^ feia'd thA. 
Coonce^. 

jEh/^ Ifabelhr. 

My IfaheHa ! 

Jfa. Oh I let us join as Friends, who mcfet kf 
Sorrow, 
Ta weep ! — ^and figh ! — and mii^le mufual Wo9$ \' 
Over. What wouM my Lovc% foft Fears divine 
of III, "^ 

That merits this fweet Sadnefs ? 

Jfa. Oh 1 1 am wild ! and fay 1 know noc what l-^ 
This will explain. ^ ♦ 

Biter Sir G. Elloways, imd Guardr^ > 

ES. Sir Thomas Overhrfy 
Tcome to bring you an unwelcome Meflagc > 
*Tis.the King^ Pleafure, that you fiand confin*4|^' ^ 
Clofie in the Tower, a Prifoner to the State* 

Over. What have I done, that I fliould be a Pri- 
foner ? 

ES. Has not the J^rl of Somerfet informed you^ i^ . - 

Over. The Earl of Somerfet J — What doft thqn'^ 

mean ? 

The Polar Star ftiall be no longer fix*d. 
But turn delufive. to the Sailor's Eye, 
Sooner than Somerfet prove falfis to me ■ ' ■? 
May I not fee my Friend ? 
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EB. I dare not grant it. 

Over. No ! that's hard, indeed ! 

I thought I cou'd have met the woriL unmov'd ; 

[Turns to IfabelU: 
But to fee thee, thus prefe'd with Griefs, not thine^ 
I cannot bfear the Pangs which rend my Soul !— 
Teach me fome Art, but to affoage thy Sorrows^ 
And mine are Griefs to fmile at. 

If a. The Voice of Mufic can compofe Diftraftion; 
Oh i then, let thine but footh me into Comfort ; 
Say fomething fofc and kind-— But whither fly you ? 
Perhaps to Death ! 

Over. What 's Death, but lofing thee ? 
Life is a Trifle, where no Love enriches it ; 
And when the Guiltlefs die the De^th of Traitors,. 
The Scafibld Steps, but, like the Patriarch's Ladder, 
Form an Afcent to Heaven. 

Ifa. Oh ! talk not thus ! . 

There's Madnefs in that Thought. 

Over. Nay, do not weep ! ^ . 

Thy Grief attrafts with.fuch a melting Forced* 
That my lofl: Soul evaporates to Air, 
Glides in each Breath, and mingles with thy Sighs*-r 
Help, Manhood, or I'm loft ! — lead to the Tower. 

^a. That Plage bodps Ruin ■ there, the good 
Sixth Henry, 

Osrence, and Royal Edward's Infants fell • 

Such fecret Death, perhaps, may prove thy Fate. 
- Over. Why doft thou fright thyfelf at fancy 'd Ills ? 

Ifa. I have a.thoufand, thoufand anxious Fears ! 
Nd chearihg Hope dawns thro' the cloudy Woe, 
*Tis Iferknefs an— What will not Malice dare ? 
But if I muft 

Over. Oh ! I cou'd gaze for ever 1 

*fhuSj when high Seas /well foaming o'er the Coafty 
. 7%e IVretch^ who treads the dangerous Beach y is lofti 

Plung'd 
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PluM^d in fjis Fate^like me, he ftrives to'rife, 
Am'fieks the fviatliyvf d Land with wiflfulEyes ! 
- B^^ as-his^Arms extend to reach the Shore, 
'the Waves o'erwMmhi^i- and he'sfienm nwe^ 

/' ' • " [Exeunt feverallyj 





A G T IV* 

• < 

SCENE the tmerl 

Northampton and Elloways fm\. 

LLti^ATS, be fwift, for Smerfet'^ 

uniettled ! 
The Countefs tcW; who^ lately, ufg*d 
his Deaths 

Melts ima Fit of Spftnef$, from her Purpoib ; 
Befure the Stream of Ruin, then, rolls rapid^ 
*y9 bear him down the Tide — ^For^ tf it tuitis^' 
•^Twill overwhelm us all. . 
Eff. Now, bymy Sott!, 
The yobthfbl Warrior, flufh'd with his fiifft Ho^s, 
Burns not with ^alf that Heat for Faftie, atid Con^ 

queft, 
.Which fires my Wifhes to c6mpkat ybti* Will - 
Ni^. Weftun, and FrofikUn . ■ are th&y both re* 

folvM?. 
£& They are. 

Hot. Have they the Wine the Countefs has pirc* 
paired ? 

■■■-■ ' i &. 
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^ ED. -Tbfey have;, , , . .. ■* , . y.^.u^ 
An4 bring. '% ?>? a ?Wmy'ix<mt^M 
, Nor. Then, h?,. wbo^ l^\,% h^A W* jl«<>iw 

ftione,, 4^ . ', ^»t;\v 

That Favour v?i^^d, Ihall, ftraight, be ^ark'again- 
So Waters, at hot Noon, ^fpire in Steams, 

aloft in Air ! 

ChillU l^jrtTve CoW of^>|i j^, t^hey- ^. l4 -l^^ 

Ell. See, my good Lord, yihercIfabeUa comes, 
Tovifit, in the-^Trwernher^ifc^'d Lover ! 

Nor. My faitChfur Ell*i)ays^ ^atcK my Rival well ; 
And, if your Eaf catcji a fufpicioijs ^oijnd. 
Bring me iauaedWe Notices • ^ - 

•^ ' JE»»r IfkbeMa. ' " 

S09 Madanl, y6ur proud. Hi^eqJ^IIs Bis ilmni^| 
: Jfa. Is. th^t a Nol?Ie'$ Yoicf ? Tl|fe- B«^e,. I 
thought, 

Scorn'dall A4vWfQgCQVaf^lj?n'Foe^^^ ;.^. 

And irais'd hiq^tQ l?f? wor'tfey tMxJ^^v^gfii; 

Nor.' SincQ thei:^'s a Sfoj;ii\ uporij yq^n 

Brow, ; , 

I am not arm'd to meet, I^^Sl^ rqcixc. £j|kc/>« 

j()fii^ S^-Viljainp^ ^hetji thi?y gain t^lji,' Afeauft rf 

^ P&wer^ ' .- ■ 1 ;. . 

Like Ravens, pois d before ^he glcftrious 3)W9^ 

Spread a^bl^sk ClQ^4^ aod d^rlien all bcfi$^1^4 
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JEn^^r Overbury, foVovi'dby EllV4}^^'><?« 






Ovw. , Are you thus kind? Weft with yeiir busily 
rrefence, 
A Prifon is a Paradifc~Sweet Mourner I 

Match* 



ts. 



In ticej; ks \t\ a t)e\v-d[rop brij'a JFlbwe^ / 
A^.tfe'tflSffd iftingled Bfeaucips^ ^litcerijag, .play^ 
WhldH'irile. tfs thfe Eye tiirria; iii ftitl w^^t^p^i 
And,Htfekh<llfferentXVgHt/refraa new,|^uftre. 

i/Ji. Why wilt thoUfCharW'Pe thus? *-Tchytunff- 
*ful Voice _ V / . . \ ^ 

Etea^i^S^; like Mufic,;ipe^^^^^ 
A fluttering Raffturfe fifls my trembling B^eaft, ^ ;, 
dweUs in each Vein, and ^ants with ev^i*g(^Thourght ! 
Yet do I view thee, with fuch dangers round thee. 
That ev*n thy Sight is painful J 

Over. Wer't*not for thee, my Soul wou'd wing 
Jier Flighty . . . 

To reft iri .Realms oEEverlallingBlif^^^^ :.:: .;_ ; 
^ Ifa. rtow kdow'ft tliou ttiat ?— W^igh fitft, what 

istheSouU ^; ^ . . ...''^ ./^ 
^Tis not a Shade, thajt wiiteiflplvf in;^JIi 1 . / 
Nor^fett^, which, by Timc^ caap0j^fi|CD*dl 
Oh ! then^ be tout ious, foe the Bell ajrc /iili' ! , ; 
Ventut^ jiot raihly^ on kh unlgioyfa ^\ — 




Thouiand Deaphs arc hov rwg jBdftnfl ^^ 

; .Hea^ar' • ^ • • - 

Jt I tiaveieTpr defcrT*dtb|^Loye— Qhiutu6kr'>. ^T 

Thy Guardian Angd npwxipfpircs 9iy r^fitgue^ : 

Ana we(rns t^iee^ If £hou,caaft,^o '(wfe.^j^mSW* ' 

EB, :Pve Kiard enough* -r:.;:; • " : c{^t/mfifkl* 

. Over.' JJq >' 6fe in Iijriocemjef I'll dai^. tfccir ^AiK' 

To fly, wou'i be,! to les^e^fn^ Faifie mSdwrxi,! * 

My^Fanift, .mjuch dearor taTpi0*han my..Lifo1 ,: * 

Ija. r orgive me, if I err ; 
f^ but a Fault that fprihgs from top much Love ! 

f\ Sbould'ft 



f 



Sec roe dillra&ed, without Hope of Comfort, ' 
Prophaning «eaven, renting the Air widi Sftri?foy 
Burfting with Groans, and raving with 6efp.airi 
Over. Why was I born to nu&e thcfe tiiis ttfc- 

' happy? V ' \y' . 

But iee,- where one obferves^! , *'♦ ^ - 

*Tis. dangerous, here, to talk-^To^nightJ^i^ewel, 
And- if -to-morrow blefles me agaiti, ^ — ^ 
I (hall hate News to tell you. [EfXit. 

-5^^. 'Till then, farew^I. ' 

I . Enter dtqrSL in Hatie. .. 

• • * . • 

Geo. My Friend, fpi^iveijie, if officious Z«i| - 
Forced, me to feek .you here— 7— youl: Foe,- the 
^ 1 GoHritcfs 



p ' » ^. 



• « V.« i. 






iTtf. What of the Coufttefs ? ' 

C7w. Flies' about, difdrder'd J 
Sbiitutt^WfcM Guilt, no Place can giveihi-t £afe : ' 
Wild 'twiitt the SalUcs of Rcmorfc ^nd Love, 
She -wrote thefe Lities, arid trufted Vita -wiitft me ; 
I thinkknotaTreachiefy tobctr^'em. ' .! 

J^a. *Tis: pious Trca<;hery that reveals a Mif- 
chiei j , " •,..'■. 

*ris Joftioe to yourfelf, and to the V/jocH . (Looks 

•* ^ •■ .• ,, ... ■ ontheLetfer, 

To Oi/»»*w7 /—How my Heart beats at it J , 

« ^ ?^»» *ere,repcatsi and urges an old' Flame, 
Profifers.ftim Freedom, wouM partaie his Flight, • 
And.owhs the Wiles that have icdoc'd her Lord. 
Ka^ Jiaore'*— The Guards- are, by her J^&s, 
brib*d, • . " 

!A.nd,y<rar'Naoie*^us^to cover the Decejrl * 
That, fliould ;thay faiVfte n|i|ht |e ftiU fecarW *' " 

..^/\/v^ « •^. '.lAi/kt- ..*i« ,.(i.. .ji««tf, «».... w§ ^m 

»•(, ,, ..- ^'f" ^/ ••• 

• ; >« » J • ' . . ' * ^ A 



L 



ffa. Htte tde^ ihc tu^s him to feign Ibtne 
lUnds, 
That, ib retirdto Reft/ and none left near him, - 
She, in the (ilent Darknefs intrcxlue'd, 
May find hi]!n in his Chamber^ and inftruft him, 

Wba« Means, may bpng him Safet y 

Fate fent this Clue to unravel all her Falftlood— * _ 
Elitecr hdr artfttUy with his Gompltance, 
Aod^'if file comes*— —But fee, the Earl of &-' 

Kjgitt fteals uponnik faft-r— Be fiiief gbtt bring her*. 

lExit Chora. 



£»/fr Somerfet; * 

« .•■««■ -f • 

S^. My ffaHla B^^hy that mourrifol Brow? 
WHy^d^thofe.Eyes^^that i|>ar]ded Gladnefs roond 



V. . *cm. 



Lofe their keen Luftre now, and look fo languid ? 
'iffa. SbouV I forget, my Lord, that fatalDay^ 
When my daar Father's trembling Hand pitft 
-; ' ;yoilr%'\. ' * • - *• -;- 

His'dying£yes, wet with paternal Tears, 
While agonizing Sweats bc^dewM hi^ Face, 
To you, my Lord, h&rais'd his felt'riwg Voice, /^ 
And gave me to your Care ? Kind wastte Thoughts 
And, pleased, 'he bade feirewe i — 'a nd breathed his 
. laft. ..,..-*• 

&m,: Have I hotp'xl thee with the tend'r^ft ^^i^ 
And chear*c( thy Vertue with the' Smiles of For-^ 
tune^ . ' - ' * 

Jfa. Oh! my. good Lord, you've -bein a Father^ 
tomV . .. • 

Ai^i'tis for,y<Ai:thefe fweQing Sighs rife &d, - ' 
And my Tearsflow foe Gratitodci • r 

Sm. What mcan'ft thou ? 
k\ If a. 



Sent. No more of Overbury ! /: > 1 i 

My Child) ai/^4^iffS as thou #>iifdft thy Ruifts "^^ 
i)fii. You aretniflect**'-!- * : i : i. /;:>i 

jgTa. YoujDiuftnot go-Hth«^ i oji ^ixrf JShfeM)- f 

Fot your o^^fy^^ btit ^ai^ ihir-^]^'«Bbetni|r^«IIT 
C^ f thiiiigth^ife (jfflt this MftH WW w yo<fe $buti^'^ 
ByFriendihip joinM, you comforted HMiJOh other ; 

Tour Thoughts had H&rmony, and you were bleu. 
f " Som. Indeed, I ttawghc io,, .; /. 

If a. Oh ! refleft again *! 
Whey ymt yQ».^^;him tbiitiidiindiyfr 
.4^ open'd ycK)r d«ilr ^eafttDJole^oHt^itWiftoi^^^ 

Sm. Why doft thou injure, thus, my Lord Nor* 

Uh ^One,: vrlto >ouM «Qdoifiidafc i^n G^dhidoi^s 

*_.., .Veiltue,. i : .. '.-m-.-i 'Ju*- ;• i.ji»/ 

Is, fure, unworthy of her Guardian^s Friwdlhip. 

^a. I bittftit* 4ifi¥m it. ::-::::...:> v^ V 

Tet more yow: ,Vt»ni&i^fiders iatl^-fl«k 1 { '> «' 
yjieCotffrtei S ' \. ! ••/:)'.-.• o:v . m;.\ 
^ ^. Wii»?T-'I €lMfg& thtt,: nadierhc* her I . ^^ - 
ShouM I but hear a Word to taint my Wife^ 
^IJwpu'd nt^. me fo; I mighc/e^gw 4y l4at«»J ^ 

Aildiufe: the arh6Hhly.f ^-^ r- , ,.- ' ^''*- 

^^A' 'Tis Death to undeceive you ! ■ 

jB m ?heriC5ftJifir.of^yefc«i4 l«a «Bi*d • > 
„ b meet all Dangers boldly — ^be prepar'd^ \ ^ , 
For I m^ft i»{«iidr^jS)i|;iii^ YucSi piciiciag i^MiyKI;^ 
That you poor Heafa^.iiftair,^ l^itt^l^eeA «rf€(p A«A- 




Sm. ^Tis my Wife's Haiid*---hb J /t(>.>Sir22t^ 
A ftrange Diredion that ! where had id ]Km ? 

WR%«bdyft*(6tt<Hli0ttneagakij^ :A. 

Ifa. *Tis as I tho^ghci^- ' » u ? f' " ,in ? [Ji^?^^ 
5iw». 'T46attJUwHFargffyl--rfrf*rf*i ^ \vOl 

.: . aBkI^ Why thou art iUfer»^l [tn^c^ ' ^tt^^Fit. tkjl 
art, 

For lhoul.4 a^^llS^l^^^ ^ vk^ liMtft Crimes^ 
I fear, I fliouM niifname that Angel, Fiend ! 
Jfa. 'Tis but to wiithn Brpknfpi ji'fbuimbt 

Night is alimiyicmiA nt, and,' e'ettloi^ . .i juS 
She €(mM^oneeai^,iCXT:&hd'lli»''ft>£e7M ^9tfkiidGl 
i^tDA^ tb&ty wb«^fidfe> difcowp**»t^'< • : 'i 

-: j^nu If dm Oft f(% ^.wbareimler may fmfbee ! 
But if thou'rt true, then rm a Wretidi indeed ! 
|Qi. ^fy Letrd^'^iretirs^^rtiiiai]^ ^ alraidy* 



« . - ' » 



..k ■.'. >^,^«ji 



QwK^ O my Cleora, whither am I going ? 1 
^ tt^Q sw imkfo^ly nor wHtichtiie 997F»ttIck&JL 
I go t'attone my Overbury^s Wrongs, 
Ta meet x&)f liaire4-i»y Lwe !M«WhatV the* my 

Husband? '. . ' . V. ^ 

Hold 



i4D . IhTra^djof^ 

Holid Bnitt^-t€M that rafliifig Rddt of Thooght-^ 
The Nighty now brooding o'er her gloomy Shades^ 
Owns not a S^efiM, ' hilj^ £0 feiii; as I am* 
Oh State <£ Horror ! Oh Defpair! O Shame! 
: Oio. Yetthkii— ~ 

Omm. Fain wouM I*-^bnt all TlWtight forftkes 

^ -me I . • "" ^ '.,= .-• • , ♦, 

My iPlanie levivet !-»»<each I^ cotnesitronger on tat ! 
.-Varying G)CHrtlfi0ns torture eirery Kdnre ! 
I love ! I rage ! — ^hate— ^ear— «id lo?^ again !. 
ibid bbrh^ and jdie y/nth a whdb War of PaiSoni ^ 
*.. ©fp. But, will you fee him ? !: ' 

Count. Se e him? ' I ' O h L I mQft*^-*^^ 
My Soul will have it fa--the Wrongs I meant him^ 
Ibequire Atonement/ mtore than Lovse can give him I 
£oiiier-^i«teiD^;myCW»r ' [/^tunt^ 

£nr^ Northampton W EUoM^ys^ 

1 Nar^ EfcBpingy iay'ft thou I 

EU. What I then heard, was litttd 
But now a traftdl Yeoman of the Guard 
Betray 'd their whole Defign o( prefent Pight i 
But why haveyeuy thus, led me thro^ the Darkneis? 
! tior^ The I%rkiie(s beft befit^ my purposed Ven*; 

geancc; 
. EU. What means my LMd by Vjengeanee ? 
. ; . Nor. The Poifon not yet given—my Swoid Ihall 

end him* 
Secure the Paflage;H>ar the outwrard Poors, 
While i reiblve, within^ where ^f^it left v^[Exetaiti 



Cam. ^is wond'rous dark t and Night weaitt 
double Horror t 

Each 



Sir Thomas Overbury- 4^ 

Each Step^ xnechinks^ I hearr tny Husbamd^s Voice ! 
.TftefCrcef) jof diftaot Wi»fp«w Aimps my Soul ! 
llark ! how the Thandcr rodist the Wmd^ too^ roafs! 
, Who's that ? my Overbury ? 

, .S>f»*; Tfet; hold niy Heart J ' lAfide. 

Cfimti 3r<m had my Letteiv^tthen? ' 

Sm. I had?— OhHeftreii ! 

Qmut.: RjBach me ybac Hand^ -and lead me 
your Chamber ! 
For I hav* lanth to fay—ubut ftMy — Cteora 
Waits me hard by— ^I'U cautioh her a Moment^- 
And tilad yop iiete ag&in. • , [ExiV. 

JiWi^Whyiddllivei. . 
Let me turn wild ! — Or tear out my fond-Heart, 
Thaf coh'ii be thu«t fori wrong'd^ and rioti diT- 

icem it ! ' 

O thou falfe Woman ! O nlyinjut'd Friend I 

Mad, ra(h, deluded Sometf it I 

t • • • 

''', • ....a 

jBitf^r Northampton fr<m a jri'vate Dm in* the Back 

Scene ; a Light within, ' 

iS&r. Now, Overbury^ die ! [Draws, 

Som. VilWfi ! TShrthmftw ! » [Dr/iw. 

iSTor. Save me, fome Angel, from this flrange II- 

lufion ! 
Sml View my Eyies weir>l*-ido they hot flafll 
with Fury ? 
And tell thee, that • tis SSm^it thou look'ft ci* ? 
iVb". Northamfton vfMS not born to look with 
Tca^, 
-Tho' Hell blazM, angry, ift the Eyes of Somerfef. 
• My Honour's equal !— my Defcent more nbble J 
Come, we miftake each othei?~as a Friend, 
I'd mt)derate this Rage. . • ^ 

o • Sm; 



42^ . ntffragedj of J 

Som. Thou Sycophant 1 
Thou v^ouldft, again, betray me to thy FriemUhil^y 
To ruin, with more Eafe, my IfabeUa. 

Nor. Ha 1 

Som. But fhe is Proof againft thy baCe Al&ults, 
My Wife was eafy, and Succefs there met ithee> 
And Overbury was td fall your ViAim* ^ 

Nor. No more-r^I can no longer broolc this Rail- 

Whate er I do, I always, dare to anfwer • 
Let this deiend it all— — 

[Fight, Northamfiton difamud. 
Som. Why art thou living in the Power of 5j- 
Merfisi ? 

I wi(h thfie;dead, but dare not kill thee bafely ; 
Give me the Chance once more — \Pffers bis Sword. 

Nir^ No; taljemyrfcife ; - 

*Tis, now, not wocth. defending. . ' 

Som. Live, and repent ; — ^and be as cursM as I 



am I 



Gcr— fave me from the Pain thy Prefence gives me ! 
Now, whither ihall I wander ? lExit ]>^orchampton. 

Goingj fnmstbeCountefs entring. 

Death and Confufion ! . . 

CoiMf I heard, or Tm deceived, the Cla(h of 
Weapons, 
Yet was the PaiTage barrM— rybn Gleam of Light 
Shews a drawn $>yo;'d bent jhither. 

Som. Tremble at it— ^— 'tis the Sword of Juftice ! 
Count. Ha! letme not betray my felf — 'tis Somer-- 
Jet. Ij4fide; 

What mean you. Sir ? methinks, your Words found 

Mgry-r— 

S^nr. 



V 



S^TikitreCsi falfe^ foul! fickle — ^daran'd — 
lovely Traitrefs ! 
Know 'ft thou this Letter? — thou ungrateful Wo- 
. man.l , 

Count. Now, I am loft, indeed ! 
Sonu What can thy Gtrilt expeft ? 
Cmtn. You will not kill me. 
Som. Not kill thee, fayft thou ! yes. Deceiver ! 
hear me ! 
Hadft thou as many Lives, as^ thou haft Crimes^ 
My Fury wouM reach al P ' y rong'd Love and 

Friendlhip, 
With double Cry, demand thy Death in Vengeance. 

Count. Oh 1 do but hear me ! 
■' Smr Not one SyrcnWord ! 

0>unt. Oh J by the endearing Sofcnefs of that Bo- 
fom. 
Look but on her you lov'd fo much ! fo lately ! 
See how ihe pants^ for Li^ ! a^d begs for Mercy ! 
' Let me die, flow; fbme lifig^f irig Death of Sorrow, 
But fend me not to the eternal Bar, 
With all my Crimes about m<^ I 

Sim. ,Do, Crocodile, weep on— thy Tears be- 
cortie thee 1 
Think what I fu0br ! think how tHbu haft wronged 



me ! 



Oh ! I will ftajj thee ! — tho* my Heart-ftrings burft. 

Qmnt. Yet, but a Moment, hear me ! 

Som. No I will not ; 

Be dumb forever — for whene'er you fpeak, 
Tbu bring a bafe Infeftion o'er my Anger, 
Andl^ at once,- grow fick with Pity ' ' Mj -OiF! 
Why cling'ft thou to me ? / . 

Count. O fpurn me ! — drag me—- . 
Yet my poor Limbs fliall gfaip thee to the Uft, . * 
^n^ ev*n my dying Groans plead foftifotf. Pardon, 
• • ' G a " Soin. 



^c^Twj<<^ df-x:^ 
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Som. Wfcerefore Jiifti Hfeftv'n, hMiCailtftich 
Power to charm ? ! . • * 

Oh ! — rife, and take tMei mpurrfol Eyes away ^ . 
Thy Beauty, and my Love combine to fare tthee ! 
And my Sword turns ic$ Point again/l ray Puiftfife. 
I cannot fee thee bleed H-Oh ! my torn Heatc^ 
Ungrateful ! go— 

, . . - • • • . 

Ftyfrom my Rage !—far hence, on feme hm Ifle, 
Safe in tliy Frauds^ atd phased voiih Ruiu^ fvtiU i 
Butfijunthefefiim^l Eyes, vAich tim defbre • 
'fhy Lofs'-^yet nevermuft behold tke/i more. ■ ^ 



\'ri 
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ACT V. 



>v 



Sop^ri 




O W have I wandred .thrp' « Waze of 

Errors,'; . , . , j~r 

And labour 'd for Dcftruaionl- Of 

Mankinds ' ' 

I had bat one true FvifWid, »i!d hipn, alqop. 
Of all Mankind have ,wrong*d-'="=^=^Rq«9«;htul 
Thought I - ^ " 

Oh I Peape of Mind ! tliou Botpm Balm of ti^r 

'tare I : . ■ '. , . ^ ..j. 

Thou, that canft make t^ LaboujKrs l^terf 

Tweet, • • . . „ • /--^ L 

And caufe, fcv'n, Smiles, amidft the P?ngs ef Ppath, 
y/hete flwU I find thef ? ' ; '^ 



«S*^o,T^iQai^ 0^#ijbuiy. 4< 
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» V 



£»^r Ilkb'eUa. 

^me not near mef! 

Let flie qot hear thee fpeajr, left I bctwv thee, . 

Buf fly me as a dcfp'rate, dangerous ViUain. ' ' * 

j^la. I come^ ipy L^rd, to reicqncile your Soul, 
To the f weet^ Joys qf Peace—— 

Sm, Talk not "of Peace }—*cis gdnei *cis fled 
with Honour ! 
Honoyr onc^Joft, can never be retrieved ! 
My Thoughts are Furies aU !— and turn upon me ! 

Lfis^ their WJ|>ip3 r^Thcy lafli me with Remote! 
ty 5tain |;rpws hpt !— Hell glows in my ma4 
Bofom ! 

^. Your Friend yet inows not, howyou w«re 

Sum. But there 's a Seufe of Shame that knows 
itril! ^ 
Tho* Mountains (hadow'd me, they cou'd not 

hide it ! 
My red'ning Chfielcv, and my axoiA Eyes wouM 

ipfak it ! 
Lep me flv^ far, as the vaft Ocean rolls. 
Rather than fee the Friend Vvc bafcly injured* 

Ifa. Fly but to Ovetbury — tell him all I 
And, once mor (t met in the £bri& Band of Friead»* 

(hip. 
United, rife the Pillars of your Country. 

Smn. How muft he fcprn me, when he Icnows my 
Treachery ! 
I cannot bear that Thought ! . 
|&. Yet the mild King * 

Som. For thy poor Father's Su&rings in his.CauC?, 
'The Royal Ear will liften to thy Pleadings ; 
Oh I fly, and fwifcly feve my Fric»$l frpm Ruin ! 
^' :r ^ Ifa. 



/; :^j^<7rtfg^ 

Ifa. But, lopk, my Lord!— —See, where the 
Countefs comes 1 

Som. What fay'ft thou ? Ha!-; ^I cannQt bear. 

their Ptefeaoe I 
Oh I for a V^hir}wind*s Rage, to fnatch her from 

f me !' . ' ' '... , ;■ - 

A Hell of Mifchief Jkindles in her Eyes, 
And Horrors blaze around her ! — ^Let's avoid her ! 
-' ' ' ^ lExeum. 

! JEaiT^r Northampton and Countefs ^Somerfet. , 

' Nor. Now, haughty &»^»^^.rm well reveng'dl 
My fuUen Gcftius coWrs, with Scorn, above thee. 
And fmiles at Difappointment. 
Count. My Lord Northampton^ 
Tho* ftrongly urg*dt I feel a Woman*s Softnefs !. 
Revenge, Remorfe, and Love divide my Sout, 
Like three wild Streams, that . rufti againft ^ach 
bther^! ^ % 

. , Nor. Yet,^ ftill, be refolute, . - 

Summon your Rcafoti to your 'Paffion's Aid ! - ^ 
Think how you're treated by your angry Lord, 
Menac'd, caftoff, and but Revenge can favcyou. 
^ Couftt. . Now, you have urg'd the Flint again to 

fparkle, ' * 
And fla(h*d up all the latent Fire within me ! 
Die, Overhry !—Somerfet ! — die all | , 

Let the World burn to be my Funeral Pile, 
And Nature groan as I do ! \ 

Enter Elloways. \- ^ 

.' Nor.. What News, Elloways I ^ 

EB. The Deed is done • 
So deadly is the Poifoa he has fwallow^, ^'' 

• V There's 








There s not a Netve but has riiceivM its Deat;li; 
iidrror, and Madnefs fhall infeS his Brain, 
Till ev*ry tobggling yital, tbrn: With PangSjJ '" • " 
•Miift burft tt onct, and' tortuir'tf Life ibrf^^Miiiv' 
"' ' CMMi Mean 'ft thou all this.qf Operbtfry ? , 

■ EU. Of hirt-^We brought t6e Wine which Vou 
prepar'd, ' 

As « fiait Pledge of Friendihlpfrora your "Lord";,, 
StrMght, with an eager Hafte," he fiiatchM'tfee 

■-■• c^pl — - v. ' ;■. ' 

Giye me the Draught, faid *h6 !— then fwell'd' thds 

, . Brim, : : * 

And, thro his Lips, he draih'd it to the Idlt ^ 
And now there^s not a Health-reftoring Herb, 
Which the Suji finiles on, can expel th* Infeftion. 
Count. Was it the Wine I fent ?. n 

ED. Madam, it was. , ' \ '^^ 

Count. Then 'fliall I never khow a MoWienti 
Peace I '. ! 

Villain, becurft! ' ■ ■ What have we done. Nor-- 

thampton ? . , , 

Nor. A Deed, which is not, now; to be r6caU'd. 
Count. And. doft thou think, Heav'n will coopeal 
this Murder? 
No ! — we (hall be purfuM with hourly Vengeance :I ^ 
Dreams will difclofe it ,' or, if Night Wants Pyes, , 
Lightning will flafti, and point us oiit to Juftice. I 
Nor. Will you be mad ? 
Coun. I will — you have undone me • • 

Plung'd me for ever in the Dep;h of Mifery ! 
Hark ! — chere*s a tell-tale Wincf- groans hollow un- 
der us, ' , ^ 
And the Earth heaves with Wonder! ] 
Nor. Her Grief diftrafts her ! 
Coun. 'Tis falfe! Thy Tongue (hall nexw more 
delude me ! 

Hai 



4? . J^.^Tr^^fY 

t!a !— Mardw's (hriekM already in my Ears^ 
Hark - Heaven rings wkh Murder !~tbe led Clou^ 
Rain a ^hote Sea of fmoakmg Blood u^pn tis -' ; : - 
Oh i I am ftain^d^ <^1I over .'— Mur^ee !-^Mwi«jr! 

,, Jl?. My Lord„ this Fit mayjirosPuadaogctous 
Frenzy. 

JVpr. pifrXives^iire^t upop jt^iis fingle C4ft* 
Retire we c^ loWe ia(^ 

tVhere we may witch th' Event. 1^ i . , [Exiu 
» J2i?. Wh9^t Oiail I dp ? ^ .. ^ 

Fly' from my Poft I cannot^— that pleads guilty • 
Poor (yverhry coraes ^ 



f •• ' 




er Sir Tho. Overbury. 
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How fares my nobl^ Pirifoner ? 
^ . Oven Why juft a^ noble Prifoners ever fare, , 
1-lke Lambs, ericompats'd by devouring Wolves, 
Chi harmlefs Birds^ wish Kites and Ravens rcnmd 



*em. 



. - EH, I canoot hear him fpeak— his Prcfence pains 
me. • , lExit. 

Over. I know not Svhy, but I anx fliock*d of late ! 
Mv Dreams are, dreadful— Be it as it may : 
While Virtue arms nie, \Vhat have I to fear ? 
This eold Clay Cottage, is but the Sours Prifiwi; 
And Death, at worft, is but a furly friend. 
Who conquers to give Liberty. 

Enter Somerfet. 

'Tis well, my Lprd, you can at laft remember mej 
But had my Somerfet been thus confin^d^ 
I had not learnt to ihun him. 

: . ^ ' ' _ Sm. 



. iW oil, iffjpPriind 1 ' ■ '•■ *' ' •-- a.r^ 
I'm not the Smurfet, Avhom once 3^00 Mtntfiff, 
rm*l«ej*dii*bi3i, of laieJ' '■''•■ " ;•.*'•• A 

'■ ''ikm^ Ay; «hoti Art fflari^''3'!"''' - . .' '-^ - Jfi',, J 
Sm. That was the fatal flpck \re tf6th have 

•> ■; ■''•;fpHf-Dii't - ■. ■' • ■ •>--'-'f' ' • •■-•' 

You, like a skilful Mariner, 4ifcern*d it'- ' ' 
•Ptt^:^ t€^1t«h*d by the? c&m^pM's Voice,' - ^ 
Sail'd on, regaidlefs, 'till we Atpck on Rt^in. 

• diiir. ■ tVfty^dft' thdii tej^etft .h ? • • " : 
Sm] Riepeht'iti faid ydd?-*^— = 

<)h^r I ifoiiVwfe f^-^tif, ''dS t<io late a ^rteriee. 
For I ^ve , wrong'd thy Fdendlhip, anfd ut^done 

Owr.^ Nay, that, I ftill ^ beKevc, ^ihc^ couMft 

, ' -' titft doi ;' ''•• • 

has been! . • ^ ^^ 

Ob ! that ^ir DqvH has enfflfti'^4 tAy Sptrf/'^^ ^ ' •-'^ 
Attd flith't! Ttyef wttlt Firlfhood— 1, led'b/^ilii 
AccusM thee to the King. ^ 

• Dnkti FbfBi'a k. Heaven ! -' ' 
Left I gfW fick pf Life— attrfcAtfe Mahkiiid*' 

* ^wnl Oh !--^-^tis too trtttf wrought by n^ 
faithlefs Wife, . "^ 

And curft l^orthcmptonr^l contrivM thy Ruirif I * 
Over. Why look^ft thou, thci>, like Man, , wh6 

' art a Monfter ? 
SoM. YetfcfJ' tlie Memoi7of<)ttr(fcarFrieridftf?^! 
Qvir. How dar^s thy Tonguge. profane the Name 
ofFriendfliiir? •. ' ^ ' 

Hade to the 'Kjng!^ — cjear pp. my fuHy'il I^e| 
Or, may.'ft thoi^ always War fome Mark of Tray^ 

• tor, •"' '^' 

^Th^ every one may know, dcfptfe, and fhun thee. 

-Sow. -Heat me but fpeak— ^ — — 
^ Over. Why Ihould uthtsii grate my Eai^^* • - 
^ H Thf 






(5p :r lh(11^ag^'Tof:il 

The Bird' of Qeath's IhijiU ScM^nrrH^ Hi6 of 

Are Mufic to thy Voice ! . ; ' : m y fiok'nij!)|^ Soul i 
Faints at thy PrcioxpjB— «wd, tl^ Siicay NKrou'd kill 

Sm. Yet I miitt fUy — ''till ypu ^giye^ ^or pity 

Oveiv Name qiot l^orgivencifs--'^-^^ my 

Be gone I — thcrc;$ ^ceachery coi)cti!d is f)iis jDeiay I 
Mean'ft thoa to hftar more Mifcbje£ t^o t^io |{,ing ? 
Smi Rather tl^ pi^e .^^wu4i^9^ Word^ as 

Strike, through my Hearty that bloeds j^Ve ^one 



» » 



Here*— take my iSword—kill me— btiti 9^ t ifail, 
Reach lac thy Qfpi4^^%«:bW:thp^^hs^ 



me ' 



nd I (hall die in Peace- («; -; ; .* » 

Ovtr. Take back thy Sword — I ii^ou^d not ufe it 
baiely,^ ^ : . . . • * 

Thou know^ft, I wouM.not--^-^-for;ever,from 
And ^Y*^'^ ^ bearof jMi ungrateful Wretch, 
Ajfawping Slave^ w6»finiks, whilc^he betrays^— 
Then win I think of &merfet. 

' Am. Diftraftion! .^ ., 

,Canft thou ? but, peacer-I have defervM it all ! ; 
Xiife's a Cifeare, which I want Strength to bear^ 
And wiih for Death to cure me-r^t^t was I bom 

. . •; -_^.tO.?- " ' , ■ ^ . ' : . \ 

Shame on the Guilt, that bids mi: bear thefe 

'■■• 'Scorns, .,..;. r 

Apdnot dare^hink *enii Jnjuries. /.; 

Over. (After a hng Pcmfe)^-^h T ^omerfet ! 

. .:^ [Both fiand fikm ^ Ovtxhuiry ohfern^$ 

the Poftt^e of Sx^pcv&t. 

Can all <chis Grief be real ? . [ ' ' ] 



Am. Whatflianilky? • v^ 

.Cki^hllHaclatiy other thosxontrivM my Rain/ 
I ccm'diiaVid b^toeic with a Manly Patience I 
But from thy tiandltmy Friend ! my very Self !-^ 
Such unezpeded Wrongs have ihook my Sool ! 
Bu t i ■ il toi^veithce:all - ) < 

Sm. Oh! Joy ! Oh, Friend : 

Forgive my Soitoeistoo ! my. Tears will flow, * 
While lie jqm thee, thus^ to my'glad Breaft. i^ 

Over. I :&el my Heart bound high with throbbing 
Xra^port I ^ . 

And wou'd ^peak more, but the flbw-nfing Words 
Die in big, unborn Atcencaon n^y: Tongue i v. 
I feel, ev'n now, a faintifli Damp il\ o^er me, ^ 
And i amificklat Hcart^^fT'^But herci tomes one, < 
VShoCeHeav'ntyBrightnefi, cabdifperfeallOoudsJ 
My Life! my If abeffa! ^ - i 
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&n^ I&belia/ rtmni9^ hub hh Ami. 



» • 






Ifa. Livc-^^iive, myOverhiryf •- ? 
Sq^rce can I fpeak mj TTftdTporti-^^bvt the Kti% ^ 
Tffc giadoiis King' ■ / Ij * — i .m:V/ -i . T .ri -j 

Over. What of the Kjt^,'iidy JLove? "^ '^^ 

Jfa. Has yielded to nty-Suii hrthy Behalf I : A 
And giv*n thee Liberty ! , r ^ / :^ f 

Oa^« Ithahkthv Goodnefti: >' ' - 

And fiieffittgs cxotfd about his RoyabHerad^ v ^ 
Who heard my IfabeMs Prayer with; Pay. 
How my SouiJmfclls with £c&ify.'i^^iany Frietidl;^ 
MyJfMtt /r-tr^Why do you rtoit rejoice ? '^ 

Hejoice to |/Ae I in Friehdlfai|i[ 1 Liberty 1 ' ^ 

&m. Live long thus blefsM. 

!Qvm:HeQ^ m'foft Si^^ f\k^\A my Pliiafur^ 
tprth^TTfTrr* .''... 
Gaze ! — ^'till I ev'n grow giddy with Delight I 
.NxiWj Heav'ni thou art too kind. 

H % If a. 



Hu» 



Ifa. Oh h«ppy Day J ^: * : y.a'n t>i;! // /..?. 
So/wc6t 9 Calh)^ as my Isce Gsre^i wi ttflbfillliy* 
NeV; yet fiiceeeded iueh a thvcsmnfid 3?«rfi ji^ h^ 
But you, methiflks^ loelpaie'' '^li //Ij m'U :^ M 

My Heart is but op^fefi»^^ and fioki iMb— l^fMft 

port! ■ i .! 1 i . <; ! vwl !riO .\..^'^. 
AlJbt^'Stirt? 'rrftfitit^fojituiritat^^ 
It fhot i)mee tiito^ and emnblecl ib mylSowir^i^. // 
Ancftter'yctI — riay^ nowlfciliiet fwijiiklt-rwO 
My Spirits (ink, exhaufied witfc tm^ty^ 
Aid^V^^viVn ftefi bBBKatl|!it. '? ■ n /i-; : ;/;.;- w '. - \ 

iS?;?! ; tieaV'n i a tK)ld Dew, 
LiHe diat,o£ Deatfay j^'ciHfinfeaid^it^^^ 
Hislp LxiHbo. .wa^ti^dsne, ^'l • [£«i»n$ AUmdahU. 

4/i. Myl^ove ! my Overbufyf \) vi«^ ! .^/ . C 
Return to Life n ^tis IfabeUa calls ! 

Ail fled at once 









If ' <■ 



fon'd I r '. .. ; //^-. -1 ..y 
' ^. Goodr-HeAirvof&fbidi'M' - '. I r., 
Ot;«^, The Wine I^'-^-'^-irhe VWne ydtt 
&m* Sayft,: thoii^ /Heat tl . i^ i . .> // . - 
Alas ! yba ate iihpbs\lQhi ( j L/^.ij: - y. i 
\ Ov«^. Thcn\was thy Wift, : J -: ^ ; * \ 

And Che difguisM it i99itH thy potreifai Name. ' 
Som. Ten tftdu^iB^ Plasties d^ipooke'hiiir £dc tifc 

Qhi if flieai6teddtts iinnatiiraliGailt^ ' 
May all the Woes trf Vengeano* l/e4it* Pta^ 
Haunt hieir, p^d G^idb T denaal .An^oi^' gntt& 

nAt» » » '* I "» " i • * 

And let Elefpair and endlefs To rment ifeiie her ! 



4fa t'J^ tat. 



BbM bbtSs in me i! 
FlaiMS viad>iiA»ac» ny Biie«^«**^tti]r Biakbnitt 

And xny Eyes fwim in. a blue Sea of Sidphar ! 
Sand otf i'«^#t4-;«nd Jit mei^liidiclie ^K^^'^^faat's iSUt 

That ftalks along ! and creeps f6 pale upon me • 
I know the mcAii^Fbaatpmntow '«-*^'ns Dbadil 

He's gone J and noW. the Haav'iis alt open 

. toner 
K Flight of i AngeAs fwoop^ mpQ» my^Head^ ^^ : 
And i#p than* Winga alMut me 3 ' 

.SbiTf. What a Slave is Umi when Fteffion tta(tet$ 

My Want of Reafonfs the en rfed Source 

Of aU their Mifelries ; Biic rm trebly cucs'd ! * 

I feel for him) ibr lier, and 'for myfelf. 

What Plac« ki IfeU iatime ci^rV' <t fbr ine ? * ^ 

Sore that wluch helda the gfrefrteft Share of Fain.! 

Over. There's Death again ! 
ilVliltwaiov^i iibeamlefs t hollow f limy Ejfes^ : 
^The Bone^built Monfter ftares With I— r-there he 
' '' Rrocfcme r ' : . » 

<*Tis d«e.8^**'I nsMttit 1-^ tifeabowe the Ctends ! ; 
My Braiin grows giddy ! — now 'tis ic^ond'rous hot •' 
The Rays icorcb ftrong'-'-r'^the Stiars fpoot-fireatf- 
ing Fire ! J 

i^l (hade if»e In ^ Mom-ft diark Body i-rHoId ) 

Tphe Sun's Refleftion's there Qki \ help !— ^ 

- deftttidmel ' » 

Smi: ^A^atoaal dor to wfe thee ? 

Ovtr. Who touch'd me ? *■ * i'twas a cold, and 

deadly Hand I • 
It makes md-JIIMdc l-^(kve xne I when am^ I now ? 
I'fl(iichaiii'4 Ml the^ohill Region of ti|e North i 

My 






0^ , fiht.^r^^i(f<(l 



l^y fiiood 'S aU Froft lr^-aiid». paffiag mj^ hot Vans, 
It hizzcs in its Motion !f-Thc bleak Wi<ids 
Dip jbbeir brood Winp in S^ od tadttd Snow, . i 
And fwecp whole Winter 6'cr mc !—-r-— I fliiirct 

. ';-at It! -w ,'•:••. • ^ . -r- V : -'• * • . ., -^ 

My Teeth are tdmM to Ice, aod^ as they dbattev: 
Break in their Striking — Where's Fnendihip now 
J to wann:hie ?* 1 . > : 

Sto; My Friend l-'—rmy Oifr^jr / 

Where have I been ?— my Life is at a Period ! 
Poor Ifabpila /r-flie !$ o'erwhelm'd with Grief ! J^ 
Let me conjure thee,: by my dying^tiendfliip, 
cTo^oomfott all her Sofrol^s 1 , , n : . 

Som. Wherefore do I not rave ? Bot Heaven is 
juft! ; : • 
To l6fc'my Seofes; is to loferoy Pain; ) 

Oh 1 I reugn riie tothf impartial Hand 
Of |aftice^ nor daK murmur at. toy. Fate. 

\OueK tiarkl the . Wind roars !r--ther Seas begia 
tofwelll I • -' '; ; . * 

The Billows soil .l<~iiiow ! now ithey. driw opop 

' . '■:. :mc* ..../. ! -i • .. :. •, ;•• ' . : . 4. 

Oh ! feve me, or Vm loft ^— what !. muft I peri(h - 
li there ^ no Hdd ?- — '■^r-^'-not one kind, frjeQdlf> 

! : Plank! - ! 

Helplcfs indeed J—tteis, in the Gulpb, I fink-r- . . 
Never to rife again. \ : ^^ {^Dies. 

'Jfd. Bovtr artijiite^doar Shade, und lU o'e»- 
— --- ' ' take thec^ — -- ' 
Oh • for a Dagger now • Deiith,. give me Eafe • 

He comes * — I Ret him at my Heart already ' . 
iHebHngsmealllwiih.! < . . > 

Sm. Alas- (hefwoonsl . . , 
'Be cpicic, and beaif her gently fcom the Body : r 
But, beiure, guacdhtr iKicb cbQ ui^QiD; Out^i 
\.i Left 






Sir Thomas Overbury. 55 

Left her IXftraAion ihott'd commit Self- Violence. 

[Led «f. 
No^, dear, departed Friend'— 'twere joft, that I, 
The Wretch, whofe Crimes have been the Caufe 

of all, 
Shou'd, on thefe Gay-cold Lips, breathe oiu my 
laft. ' ^ , 

\'\ Eder Offiter of the^Qtmdu : ^ 

* 0^ My Lord, your Pardon, but you're Rcrei 

Prifoncr: ' ^ - "^ 

Your Wife, has, in a Fit of raring Frenzy, 

Confcfs'd the Murder on Sir Tkmtai Overbury. 

Sir Gervas EB'ways^ and the reft impeachM; 

Are feiz'd, and fey, the Wine y^ ferit from yo'uJ ^ 

Sm. Oh ! the^ vile Traitrcfs ^-— -guard her kptk 

oiy Sighr,' " V . — ^ 

But leave me here— and let me, flow, expire? '- 

Oofe by the truefe Friendj and b^ft of Meft ! ^ 

Oh ! — wou'd the World be Mvarfa^d by myExample^ 
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Hjf, ye fond tmth^ the guilty Fdir^Oue^s Armf^ ' 
Nor judge their Epccellehce by outward Charms ; 
^hey, whol fir faithkfs Love ^ true Firiewds betrny^ 
Chufe gtiH^iring Toys; and throxo rich Pearls av^aji 
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